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A New PROLOGUE, 
In ANS WE R to my very Good Friend, Mr. 
Oldmixon ; wha, having IWo PLaxs. Damn'd 


at the Old Houſe, had a Mind to curry Favour, 
to have a Third Damn'd at the NA. : 


17S hard the Author of this PLAY in View, * 
Should be condemn d, purely far, pleaſing you: 

Charg'd with a Crime, which you, is ] ges, can 

Was only this, that he has Pleald the Town. 

He touch 'd mo POE T's Verſe, nor DOC TOR's Bills : 

No Foe to B —— re, yet a Friend to Wills. „ 

No Reputation fabb'd, by four Debate; 

Nor had a Hand in Bankrupt Briſco's Fate: 

And, as en Eaſe tos Tender Conſcience, wows, 

He's none of theſe that broke the bother Heuſe : 

In perfet Pity to their wretched Cheer, 

Becauſe bis NL AY was Bad——be brought it here. 

The dreadful Sin of Murder cries aloud ; 

And ſure theſe Poets ne'er can hope for Good, N. 

Whe dipp d their Barb” rows Pens in that poor Houſes Blood. 

Taba, Malice all: No Malice like to Thars, 

To write good PLAYS, purpoſe to flarve the Play'rs, 

To flarve % Wit, is fl rhe Poet's Due | 

But, here are Men, whoſe Wit is match by fax; 

T heer Wit both flarwves themſelves, aud ut burg too. 

Our PLAYS are Farce, becanſe cur Hauie 75:cramm'd ; 

Their PLAYS all Gied; For what ? Becauſe they re Dumm 4. 

Becauſe we pleaſure you, vu call ut Todls.3 | 

And *cauſe yeu pleaſe yourſelves, they call you Fools, 

By their Geod Nature, they are Wits true Blue; 

And, Men of Breeding, by their Reſpe to you. 

To engage the Fair, all other Means being left, 

They Fa ht the Boxes with Old Shakeſpeare's GHOST: 

The Ladies o fuch Spectres ons take heed; . 
For, *twwas the DEVIL did raiſe the Gbeſt, inderd ; 

Their Caſe is; hard, that ſuch Deſpair can jhow; © 1 


T hey've diſoblig'd all Powers Above they no; 
And now muſt have Recour/e to Poguers Belows + 
Let Shakeſpeare then lie flill, Ghoſ do no g; 
The Fair are better pleas d with Fe Blood > - 
What ist to them, to mind the Ancient&Ta/te ? 
But, the Poor F olks are Mad, and In i Platt. 
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DRAMAT IS Pe RSO NA. 


At DRVURY-LAN E, 1766. 
f 23 An . Gentleman,) 
et g humorous Gaiety, and Free- Mr. Dodd. 
dom, in ——— G 57 | S743 
Standard, A diſbanded Colonel, b 
and generous, _ Mr. Benſtey. 
Fizard, Outwardly pious, otherwiſe a 
great Debanches, ona ele ; Mr. Hurft. 
: Smuggler, An old Merchant, Mr. Par/ons. 


Clincher, A.pert Londen Prentice turned? 
Beau, and affecting Travel, I Mr. 7 * 


C/incher, jun. His Brother, educated i 
the * f * ; Mr. King. 


Dicty, His Man, Mr. Yaughan. 


Ten Errand, A Porter, | | Mr. Clough, 
” Lurewell, A Lady of a jilting Temper, 
am +. from a Reſentment o het fun, Dodd. 
rongs from Men, 


Lady Darling, An old Lady, Mother 
wt e E Mr s. Croſs. 
Angelica, A Woman of Honour, Miſs Phm. 
arly, Maid to Lurewell, Mrs. Bennet. 


= 


Conſtable, Mob, Porter's Wife, Servants, Ge. 
SCENE, LONDON. 


| 
| 
| 


| At CovENT- GARDEN, 1765. 
| Sir Harry Wildair, —— ' Mr. Woodward, 


. — Mr. Hull. 

' 'S ler — 8 — T. eas, 

| Fler — - — __ Sv 1 
inc ber, jun. r. Bennet. 

| 11 ; * — Mr . Cofl olls. 

A — Mr. Perry. | 


. Gurewtll, 

| Lady Darling, 
A Angelica, 

| * Parity, © © | — 


Mr 8. Copin, 
Mrs. Dyer. , 
| Mrs. Pitt. 
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| T. N os 
CONSTANT COUPLE. 
4 K. 


SCENE. The Park. 


Enter Vizard, with a Letter, Servant follewing. 


e 
NGELICA ſend it back unopen'd ! ſay you ? 
Serv. As you ſee, Sir. 
Viz. The Pride of theſe virtuous Women 
N is more unſufferable, than the Immodeſty of 
Proſtitutes— After all my Encouragemeut, to 
ſight me thus ! et e 
Serv. She ſaid, Sir, That imagining your Morals ſin- 
cere, ſhe gave you Acceſs to her Converſation j but that 
your late Behaviour in her Company has convinc'd her, 
that your Love and Religion are both Hypocnſy, and 
that ſhe believes your Letter, like yourſelf, fair on the 
Out-fide, foul within; ſo ſent it back unopen'd. 
Viz. May Obſtinacy guard her Beauty till Wrinkles 
bury it: then may Deſire prevail to make her curſe that 
untimely Pride her diſappointed Age repents— I'll be 
reveng'd the very firſt Opportunity—Saw you the old 
Lady Darling, her Mother ? Lin 
Serv. Ves, Sir, and ſhe was pleas'd to ſay much in 
your Commendation. N 
Viz. That's my Cue — An Eſteem grafted in old Age 
is hardly rooted out. Years ſtiffen their Opinions with | 
their Bodies, and old Zeal is only to be cozen'd by young 
Hypocriſy—Run to the Lady Lurewell's, and know of 
her Maid, whether her Ladyſhip will be at Home this 
Evening; her Beauty is ſufficient Cure for Angelica's 
Scorn. Tie Serwanit. 
[Viz. pulls out a Book, reads and 5: about.) | 
12 ue 
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| Evter: : 

Smug. Ay, there's a Pattern for the young Men o' th? 
Times, at his Meditation {a early ; ſome Book of pious 
Ejaculations, I'm fure. ' . 

Viz. This Hobbs is an excellent Fellow! [Au. O 
Uncle Smuggler/ to find you at this End o'th' Town is 
a Miracle. | 

Smug. I have ſeen a Miracle this Morning, indeed, 
Couſin Yizard. 7 | 

Viz. What was it, pray Sir? 

Smug. A Man at his Devotion ſo near the Court I'm 
very glad, Boy, that you keep your Sanity untainted in 
this infectious Place; the very Air of this Park is Heathen- 
iſh, and every Man's Breath I meet, ſcents of Atheiſm. 

Fiz. Surely, Sir, ſome great Concern mult bring you 
to this unſancti fied End of the Town. 

Sang. Avery unſanRtified Concern, truly, Couſin, 

Viz. What is't? 7 | 

Smug. A Law-fuit, Boy—Shall I tell au? —My'Ship, 
the Sauan, is newly arriv'd from $2, Sebaftian's, laden u ith 
Pertugal Wines: Now the impudent Rogue of a Tide- 
waiter has the Face to affirm, 'tis French Wines in Span 
-Caſks, and has indicted me upon the Statute—O Con- 
. :ſctence, Conſcience! Theſe Tide-waiters and Surve ors 
plague us more with their French Wines, than the War 
did with the French Privateers—Ay, there's another 
Plague of the Nation 
; Enter Colonel Standard. 
A red Coat and Feather. 
1 Viz. Colonel Standard, I'm your humble Servant. 

Stand. May be not, Sir. 

Viz. Why ſo? 

Stand. Becauſe—]'m diſbanded. 

Fiz. How ? broke 

Stand. This very Morning, in Hyde-Park, my brave 

Regiment, a Thouſand Men, that look'd like Lions 
Yeſterday, were ſcatter'd, and look'd as poor and ſim- 
ple as the Herd of Deer that graz'd beſide em. 

Smrug. Tal, lal, deral, [ /nging.] Vil have a Bonfire this 
Nigbt as high as the Monument. 

Fand. A Bonfire! thou dry, wither'd Ill-vatore ; had 
not theſe brave Fellows Swords defended you, your 
Houſe had been a Bonfire ere this about your Ears Did 
we not venture our Lives, Sir? Omuge 
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| Smug, And did we not pay for your Lives, Sir ?— 
| Voir your Lives! Pm ſure: we ventur'd du, Money, 
| "af . „ ee you 


hs "Then or Wives ſhall, old Aeon : There are 
five-and-thirty ſtrapping Officers gone this . to 
live upon free Quartess in the City. 

Smug. O Lord! OG Lord! 1 ſhall have a Son within 
theſe Line Months born with a Ferme in his 
Hand — dir, you are A 9:1) | | 

Stand. What, Sir? 

Smug.. Sir, I fay you are— 

Stand. What, Sir? 

Smug. Difbanded, Sir, that's all—I fee my Lawyer 
a vonder. Fang: 

Fiz. Sir, Tm very forry for your Misfortune.. 
Stand. Why ſo? I don't come to borrow Money of 
vou; if you're my Friend, meet me chis Evening at the 
Rummer, III pay my Way, dtink à Health to my King, 
Proſperity to 4 Country; and —_ oy Hangary To- 
morrow Morn 
Viz. What you. won't leave us? | 
Stand. What ! a Soldier ſtay here! to look like * old 


Pair of Colours in Weftminfler-Hall, 9 nyt 

No, no. 

VI ix. O, but you have good Friends, Colonel i 
Staud. O, very good Friends! my Father's a Lord, 

and my elder Brother a Beau. 


Fiz. But your 61 may perhaps want your Sword 

again. 
wy Nay, for that Matter, let but a ſingle Drum 

beat up for Volunteers between Ludgate and Chariy 
Cre/s, and I ſhall undoubtedly hear it at the Walls of Bude, 

Viz. Come, come, Colonel, there are Ways of making 
your Fortune at Home—Make your Addreſſes to the 
Fair, you're a Man of Hznour and Courage. 
Stand. Ay, my Courage is like to do me wondrous 
Service with the Fair—Hag I us'd the Stratagem of a 
certain Brother Colonel of Mine, I ee ſucceed. 

Viz. What was it, pray? N 

Stand. Why, to ſave his pretty F ate for the Women, 


he always turn'd his Back upon the Enemy—He was a 
Man of Honour for the Ladies. . 


A 5 k rely , a Vizs 


- 
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| 
|. 
| 
| 


* 


10 The Coxs TanTt CovPLE : Or, 


Vi. Come, come, the Loves of Mars and Venus will 
' never Kü; yon muſt get a Af. An | 
Stand. Prithee, no more on't—You have awaken'd a 
Thought, from which, and the Kingdom, I wou'd have 
- ſtolen away at once To be plain, I have a Miftre/5. 
Pix. And ſhe's cruel ? 


Stand. No. 
Fiz. Her Parents prevent your Happineſs ? 
Stand. Nor that. 


Viz. Then ſhe has no Fortune ? Heard 

Staud A large one, Beauty to tempt all Mankind, and 
Virtue to beat off their Aſſaults. O Vixard / fuch a 
Creature—Heydey ! Who the Devil have we here? 
ix. The os of the Play-houſe, and Life of the Park. 
[Enter Sir Harry Wildair, crofes the Stage {ins Aging, — 

1 after him.) Sir Harry Wildair newly come fro 


| * Sir Harry Wildair : Did not he make a Cam- 
Paign in Flanders ſome three or four Years ago? 
Fiz. The fame. 
Stand. Why, he behav'd himſelf very bravely. T 
Viz, Why not? Doſt think Bravery and Gaiety are 
inconſiſtent ? He's a Gentleman of moſt happy Circum- 
ſtances, born to a plentiful Eſtate, has had a genteel and 
eaſy Education, free from the Rigidneſs of Teachers, 
and Pedantry of Schools. His florid Conſtitution being 
, ever xuffied by Misfortune, nor ſtinted in its Pleaſures, 
has render'd him entertaining to others, and eaſy to 
himſelf, as you ſhall ſee. 
Enter Wildain 
Wild. Ha! Vizard ! 
Fiz. Sir Harry 
Wild. Who thought to find yon out of the Rubrick fo 
long ? I thought thy Hypocriſy had been wedded to a 
Pulpit Cuſhion long ago— Sir, if 1 miſtake not your 
Face, your Name 18 Standard. 
Stand. Sir Hay, I'm your humble Servant. ; 
Hild. Come, Gentlemen, the News, the News o' the 
Town ; ff Em juſt arriv'd. 
. WAS, in the City- end o'th* Town we're playing 
£0 get Eſtates. 
nd in the Court-end, playing the Fool in 


Vila. 
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Wild. Juſt ſo in Paris; Im AG rown ſo modifb. 
Viz. We are all fo reform ri * 


for Vice. 


Stand. And Hypecrify for Rebigion, 
Wild. A la mode de Paris agen. 
Viz. Not one Whore between Ludgate and Aldgate... 


Stand. But ten Times more Cuckolds than ever, 

Viz. Nothing like an Oath in the City. „ 

Stand. That's a Miſtake; for my Major ſwore 3 a "Wh 
dred and fifty laſt Night, to a Merchant's Wife in her 
Bed- chamber. 

Wild. P'ſhaw, this is trifling ; tell me News, Gentle- 
men. What Lord has lately broke his Fortune at the 
Groom Porter's 7 or his Heart at Newmarket, for the Loſs Y 
of a Race? What Wife has been lately ſuing in Doctors 
Commons for Alimony * Or, what Daughter run away 


with her Father's Yalet ? What Bea Boa gave the nobleſt 
Ball at the Bath, or had the fineſt the Ring ? 


I want News, Gentlemen. 

Stang. Faith, Sir, theſe are my News at alt. 

Viz. But pray, Sir Harry, tell us ſome News of your 
Travels. 

Wild. With all my Heart—You muſt know, then, I 
went over to Amſterdam in a Dutch Ship; I there had a 
Dutch Whore far five Stivers : I went from thence to 
Landen, where I was heartily drubb'd in the Battle with 
the But-end of a Swi/s Muſket. I thence went to Paris, 
where I had Half a Dozen Intrigues, bought. Half a 
Dozen new Suits, fought a Couple of Duels, and here 


I am again in S atu 
Viz. But we — cy you deſign'd to make the Tos our 


of 7taly ; what brought you back fo ſoon ? 
Will. That which brought you into the World, and 


may, perhaps, carry you out of it ; a Woman. 
Stand. What ! Quit the Pleaſures of Travel for a 


Woman !— 
Wild. Ay, Colonel, for ſach a Woman ! I had rather 
ſee her Rule than the Palace of Louis le Grand: There's 
more Glory in her Smile than in the Jubilee at Rome, 

and I would rather kifs her Hand than the Poge's Toe. 
Viz. You, Colonel, have been very laviſh in the 
Beauty and Virtue of your Mifre/5 ; and Sir Harry here 
has been no leſs eloquent in the Praiſe of his: Now will 
A 6 Ir 
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1 lay yon both ten Guineas a · piece that neither of mem 
78 fo o prevy, @ witty, or ſo virtuous, as mine. 
Stand. Tis done. 
Wild. PI! double the Stakes But, Geatemen, now 
I think on't, How ſhall we berefolv'd ? For I know not 
where my Mifre/s may be found; ſhe left Paris about a 
Month before me, and I had an Account— 
Stand. How, Sit | Left Paris about a Month before you! 
- Wld. Yes, Sir, and Thad an Account that ſhe lodges 
"ſomewhere about Sr, Jans. 
Viz. How, ſomewhere about Se. Janes s, ſay you? 
Wild. Ay, Sir! But I know not where, and, perhaps, 
may'nt fin her this Fortnight. 
Staud. Her Name, pray, Sir Harry? | 
Vix. Ay, ay | her Name? Perhaps we know her. 
i. Her Name l Ay, —She has the ſofteſt, whiteſt 
Hand, that ever was made of Fleſh and Blood; her Lips 
Ao balmy ſweet. | | 
Stand. But her Name, Sir? 
Wild. Then her Neck and Breaſi— 
"Vis. But her Name, Sir, her Quaiicy ? 
Wild. Then her Shape, Colonel. 
Stand. But her Name I want, Sir? 
- Wild. Then her Eyes, Fizard. 
* $ta#d. P'ſhaw, Sir Harry, her Name, or nothing > 
Mild. Then if you muſt have it, ſhe's eall'd the Lady 
Rut then her Foot, Gentlemen, ſhe dances to a 
Miracle. Vixard, you have certainly loft your Wager. 
Vix. Why you have loſt your Senſes ; we ſhall never 
diſcover the Picture, unleſs you ſubſeribe _ Name. 
Vill. Then her Name is Lurewell. 
Stand. Sdeath, My Miſtreſs. | %% Lib. 
Vi. My Miſtreſs, by Jupiter. | (4% de. 
Wild. Do you know her, Gentlemen? 
Stand. I have feen her, Sir. 
1 71d. Canſt tell where ſhe lodges? Tell me, dear Colonel. 


Stand. Your humble Servant, Sir. | Exit Stand. 
Mild. Nay, hold, Colonel, FR follow you, and will 
know, Run out. 


Viz. The Lady\Lurewell his Mifrefs ! He loves her. 
But ſhe loves me—But he's a Baronet, and 1 plain /7- 
zard; he has a Coach and Six, and I walk on Foot; I 


was bred in London, and he in Paris—That very Circum- 
| ; tance 
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flance has murder'd me. Then ſome e muſt be 
laid to divert his Pretenlons. . 

Renenter Wildair. 

Wild. Prithee, Dick, What makes the Colonel ſo out 
of Humaur ? i b 

Viz. Becaule he's out of Pay, I ſuppoſe. 

Wild. Slife that's true; I was beginning to miſtruſt 
ſome Rivalſhip in the. Cafe 
Fiz. And 2 there were, 'you know the Colonel 
can fight, Sir A A 

Wild. Fight! P\haw, but he can't dance, ha We 
contend for a Woman, #izard ! *Slite Man, if Ladies 
were to be gain'd 1 and Piſtol only, what the 
Devil ſhould Fall the Beaux do? 

Vox. Il try him farther [4fde.] But wou'd not you, 
Sir Harry, fight for this Woman you ſo admare ? 

#ld. Fight! Let me confider. I love her, that's true 
but then I love honeſt Sir Harry Mil dair better. The Lady 
Lureauell is divinely charming-—right—but then a Thruſt | 

1' ch' Guts, or a Middleſex Jury, is as ugly as the Devil. — 

Viz. Ay, Sir Harry ! Twere a dangerous Caſt fora 
Beau Baronet to be tried by a Parcel of greaſy, grum- 
bling, bartering Boobies, who wou'd hang von perch 
becauſe you're a Gentleman. 

Wild. Ay! But on bother MHand, I have Money e- 
nough 4 Nabe the Rogues with: So, upon mature De- 
liheration, Iwou'd fight for her — But no more of her; 
Prithee, Vxard, can't you recommend a Frierd to a 
. Miſtreſi by the by, till I can ind my own ? You 
have Store, I'm ſure; you cunning.poaching Dogs make 
ſurer Game than we that hunt open and 5 eber 
now, good Fizard. 

Fiz. 5 me 7 a licle—New Love aud Re- 
venge inſpire my Politicks. { diade. 

{Pauyes, whilft Sir Harry Auel Anging. 

Wi 14. P'ſhaw ! Thou'rt as long a ſtudying: for a new 
Miſtre/e, as a Drawer is piercing à new Pipe. 

Viz. I deſign a 4 * A you, — wholeſome 
Wine; you'll (yn — a Iictls Expectation. 
Mild. Ha! Say'ſt thou, dear Hizard? 

Viz. A Girl of fixteen, Sir Harry. 

Hild. Now ſixteen thouſand Blefngs light on n thee. 

Viz. Pretty and witty, 

Wild. 
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Wild. Ay, ay! But her Name, Yizard ? nk 

Viz. Her Name! Yes—She has the ſofteſt, whiteſt 
Hand that ever was made of Fleſh and Blood, her Lips 
ſo balmy ſweet. | 

Wild. Well, well! But where ſhall I find her, Man ? 

Viz. Find her——But then her Foot, Sir Harry : She 
dances to a Miracle. 

Wild. Prithee don't diſtract me. 

Viz. Well then! You;muſt know, that this Lady is 
the Curiofity and Ambition of the Town; her Name's 
Angelica. She that paſſes for her Mother is a private 
Bawd, and call'd the Lady Darling: She goes for a 
Baronet's Lady, (no Diſparagement to your Honour, Sir 
Harry, ) J aſſure you. 

Wild. P'ſhaw, hang my Honour; but what Street, 
what Houſe ? : 

Viz. Not ſo faſt, Sir Harry; you muſt have my Paſs- 
port for your Admittance, and you'll find my Recom- 
mendation, in a Line or two, will procure you very 
civil Entertainment ; I ſuppoſe twenty or thirty Pieces, 
handſomely plac'd, will gain the Point. 8 

Wild. Thou deareſt Friend to a Man in Neceffity— 
Here, Sirrah, order my Coach about to &. James, 111. 
walk a-croſs the Park. aer [To bis Servant. 
©; Enter Clincher, fenior. © 

Clinch. Here, Sirrah, order my Coach about to &. 
Janes, Il walk a- eroſs the Park too—Mr. Y:zard, 
your moſt devoted —Sir, [to Vildair] I admire the 
Mode of your Shoulder-knot; methinks it hangs very 
emphatically, and carries an Air of 'Travel in it; your 
Sword-knot too is moſt ornamentally Moaiſb, and bears a 
Foreign Mien. Gentlemen, my Brother is juſt arriv'd in 
Town, ſo that being upon the Wing to kiſs his Hands, I 
hope you'll pardon this abrupt Departure of, Gentlemen, 
your moſt devoted, and moſt faithful humble Servant. 

Wild. Prithee, doſt know him ? 

Viz. Know him! Why 'tis Clincher, who was Appren- 
tice to my Uncle Smuggler, the Merchant in the City. 

Wild. What makes him ſo gay? ne 
Vix. Why, he's in Mourning for his Father; the kind 

old Man in Hertfordſhire t'other Day broke his Neck a 
Fox-hunting ; the Son, upon the News, has broke his 


Indentures, whipp'd from behind the Counter 1 wy 5 
| med 
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Side-box, forſwears Merchandize, where he muſt live by 
Cheating; and uſurps Gentility, where he may die by 
Raking. He keeps his Coach, and Liveries, Brace F 
Geldings, Leaſh of Miſtreſſes, talks of nothing but Wines, 
Intrigues, Plays, Faſhions, and going to the Jubilee. 
Wild. Ha, ha, ha! How many Pound of Pulvil muft 
the Fellow uſe in ſweetening himſelf from the Smell of 
Hops and Tobacco? | Faugh !—But now for Angelica, 
that's her Name ; we'll to the Princeſs's Chocolate- 
houſe, where you ſhall write myPaſs-port. Allons. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE, Lady Lurewell's Lodgings. 
Lurewell, and ber Maid Parly. _ 


Lurewell. Parly, my Pocket-book—let me ſee 
Madrid, Venice, Paris, London—Ah, London ! They may 
talk what they will of the hot Countries, but I find Love 
moſt fruitful under this Climate—In a Month's Space 
have I gain'd—let me ſee, Imprimis, Colonel Standard: 

Parly. And how will your Ladythip manage him? 
Lure. As all Soldiers ſhould be manag'd ; he ſhall 
ſerve me till I gain my Ends, then I diſband him. 
Par. But he loves you, Madam. © 1 
Lure. Therefore I. ſcorn him; I hate all that don't 
love me, and ſlight all that do: Would his whole de- 
luding Sex admir'd me; thus would I flight them all. 
My virgin and unwary Innocence was wrong'd by faith- 
leſs Man; but now glance Eyes, plot Brain, diſſemble 
Face, lie Tongue, and be a ſecond Ewe to tempt,  ſe- 
duce, and damn the treacherous Kind—Let me ſa 
my Captives — The Colonel leads the Van. Next Mr. 
Vizard, he courts me out of the Practice of Piety, there - 
fore is a Hypocrite : Then Clincher, he adores me with 
Orangery, and 1s conſequently a Fool : Then my old 
Merchant, Alderman Smuggler, he is a Compound of 
both—Out of which Medley of Lovers, if I don't make 
good Diverſion— What d'ye think, Parly ??? | 
Par. I think, Madam, I'm like to be very virtuous 
in your Service, if you teach me all thoſe Tricks that 
you uſe to your Lovers. | 
Lure. You're a Fool, Child; obſerve this, that tho? 
a Woman ſwear, forſwear, lie, diſſemble, back-bite,; be 
| proud, 


2 
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— vain, malicious, any thing, if the ſecures che 
main Chance, ſhe's ſtill Virtuous, that's a Maxim. 
Par. I can't be perſuaded tho', Madam, but that you 
really lov'd Sir Harry Hildair in Paris. 
Lure. Of all the Lovers I ever had, he was my 
reateſt Plague, for I could never make him unealy ; I 
left him involv'd in a Duel upon my Account, L long to 
know whether the Fop be kill'd or not. 
| Emer Standard. 
O Lord, no ſooner talk of Killing, but he Soldier i is 
conjur'd up; you're upon hard Duty, Colonel, to ſerve 
your ur King, your Country, and a Miftrg/s wo, 
latter, I muft confefs, is the harder; for 
in War, Madam, we can be reliev'd in our Duty; but, in 
Love, who would take our Poſt is our Enemy: Emulation 
in Glary is — but Rivals here intolerable. 
Laue. Thoſe that bear away the Prize in the Field, 
ſhould baakk the ſame Suceeſ in the Bed-chamber-; and, 
I think, conſidering the Weaknefs of our Sex, we ſhould 
make thoſeour Companions, who Tan be our Champions. 
Stand. Lonce, Madam, hap'd the Honour of defend- 
ing you from all Injuries, through a Title to your lovely 
Perſon ; but now my Love muſt attend my Fortune : 
This — Madam, Was m t to the Fair; 
adding a Nobleneſs to my Paſſion, it ſtampt a Value on 
my Love; tWas once the Life of Honour, but now its 
Wiading-ſheet; and, with-it, muſt my Love be bury'd. 
Par. What! Diſbanded, Colonel ? 
Stand. Yes, Mrs. Parly. 
Par. Faugh, the nauſcous Fellow, he ftinks of Po- 
verty already. lde. 
Lure. His Mis ſortune troables me, cauſe it may pre- 
vent my Deſigus. « | Afede. 
Stand. 1'il chuſe, Madam, rather to deſtroy my Paſ- 
fon by Abſence Abroad, than have it ſtarv'd at Home. 
Lure. I'm forry, Sir, you have fo mean an Opinion 
of my Affection, as to imagine it founded upon your 
Fortune. And to convince you of your Miſtake, here I 
vow, by all that's facred, I own the ſame Affection now 
as before. Let it ſuffice, my Fortune is conſiderable. 
Stand. No, Madam, no; I'll never be a Ch 


her 1 love: The Man that ſells himſelf for Goa take the 
work of Proſtitutes. 


2 
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Lure. Now, were he any other Creature bat a Man, I 


could love him. Late. 


Stand. This only laſt Requeſt 1 make, that no Title 


recommend a Fool, Office introduce a Knave, nor a Coat 


a Coward, to my Place in your Affectians 3 ſo farewel 


my Country, and adieu my Love. I Exit. 


Lure. Nom the Devil take thee ſor being ſo honour- 
able: Here, Parly, call him back, I ſhall all Joſe half my 
Diverſion elſe. Now for a Trial of Skill. {Re-enter Co- 
lonel.] Sir, I hope yowll pardon my. Curioſity : When 
do you take your Journey? 

Stand. To-morrow Morning, early, Madam, 


Lure. So ſaddenly ! Which Vaya you * to 


| travel ? 


Stand. That I can't yet reſolve on. 

Lure. Pray Sir, tell me; pray Sir, I intreat you; 
Why are you obſlinate ? 

Stand. Why are you ſo curious, Madam? 

Lure. Becauſe - 

Stand. What? 

Lure. Becauſe, 1, I 

Stand. Becauſe ! What, Madam ?—Pray tell me. 

Lure. Becauſe I deſign—to follow you. [ Crying: 

Stand. Follow me! by all that's great! I n&er was 
proud before; but — from ſuch a Creature might 

ell the Vanity of the proudeſt Prince. Follow me 
No, thou ſhalt not. What! expoſe thee to the Hazard 
of a Camp— Rather Til ſtay, and here bear the Con- 
tempt of Fools, and worſt of Fortune, 

Lure. We need not, ſhall not; my Eſtate for both · is 
ſufficient. 

Stand. Thy Eſtate ! no, I'll turn a Knave, and pur- 
chaſe one myſelf! Pl cringe to that proud Man I un- 
dermine, and fawn on him that I would bite to Death: 
I!l tip my Tongue with Flattery, and ſmooth my Face 
with Smiles; III turn Pimp, Informer, Office- broker, 
nay, Coward, to be great; and ſacriſice it all to thee, 
my generous Fair. 

Lure. And I'll diſſemble, lie, ſwear, jilt, any wing but 
Pl! reward thy Love, and e thy noble Paſſion. 

Stand. Sir 41! Ha, ha, Poor Sir Harry ; Hes, 


ha, ha! Rather kiſs her Bund than the Pope's Tor. 
Ha, ha, ha! : __ 4 
* re. 
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Lure. Sir Harry ? Colonel, What Sir Harry ? 
„Stand. Sir Harry Wildair, Madam 


Tuxxe. What! Is he come overf ' 


Stand. Ay, and he told me— but I don't believe a 
Syllable on't— r FH 
Lure.” What did he tell you? . 2+ en 
Stand. Only called you his Mifre/5, and pretendin 

to be extravagant in your Commendation, would vainty 

inſinuate the Praiſe of his own Judgment and good For- 


N 


tune in a Choice '/ 5 


Lure. How eaſily is the Vanity of Fops tickled by 


our Sex! 

Stand. Why, your Sex-is the Vanity of- Fops. 

Lure. O'my Conſcience, I believe ſo. This Gentle. 
man, becauſe he danc'd well, I pitch'd on for a Partner 
at a Ball at Paris ; and ever ſince he has fo perſecuted 
me with Letters, Songs, Dances, Serenading, Flattery, 
Foppery, and Noiſe, that I was forc'd to fly the King- 
dom—And I warrant you he made you jealous. 

Stand. Faith, Madam, a little uneaſy. 

Lure. You ſhall have a plentiful Revenge; I'll ſend 
him back all his fooliſh Letters, Songs, and Verſes, and 
you yourſelf ſhall carry em; "twill afford you Opportu- 
nity of triumphing, and free me from his farther Imper- 
tinence; for of all Men he's my Averſion. I'll run and 
' fetch them inſtantly. | 
Stand. Dear Madam, a rare Project. How ſhall I 
- bait him, like 42n, with his own Dogs.—Well, Mrs. 
Parly, tis ordered by Ad of Parliament, that you receive 
no more Pieces, Mrs. Parly— gg . 

Par. Tis provided by the ſame AA, that you ſend 
no more Maſages by me, good Colonel; you muſt not 
pretend to ſend any more Letters, unleſs you can pay 
the Poſtage. ; | <2 
Stand. Come, come! don't be mercenary, take Ex 
ample by your Lady; be honourable. 

ar. Alack-a-day, Sir, it ſhows as ridiculous and 
haughty for us to imitate our Betters in their Honour. 
as in their Finery ; leave Honour to Nobility that can 
ſupport it. We poor Folks, Colonel, have no Paetence 
tot: And truly, I think, Sir, that your Honour ſhould 
be caſhier'd with your Leading Staff. | a we 
- Stand. 


zine of | Love's Artillery. {Gives him the Packer. ] 


"Cy, 
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S:and. *Tis one of the greateſt C urſes of Payerty, yo 


N 


be the Jeſt of Chamber-maids. 


Enter Lurewell. | 
Lure. Here's the Packer, Colonel, the whole: 


Stand. Which, fince I have gain'd, I will turn upon 
the Enemy. Madam, I'll bring you the News of my . 
Victory this Evening. Poor Sir Harry : Ha, ha, ha! 


[ Exit. 


Lure. To the Right about, as you were : March, Co- 
lonel. Ha, ha, ha! 


Vain Man, who boaſts of e Parts and Ni 17 1 
Nature, in us, your deepeſt Art beguiles, * 
Stamping deep Cunning in our Frowns and Smiles. 

You toil for Art, your Intelles you trace; 

Weoman, without Thought, bears Policy in ber Face, 
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SCENE, Clincher Junior's Lodgings. 


Enter Clincher, opening a Letter, Servant fullrwing: 


CLINGHE ⏑ * 


Dear Brother, 
I Will fee you preſently. I have ſent this Lad to wait 
on you, he can inſtruct you in the Faſhions of the Town. 
1 am your aſfectionate Brgther, CLINCHER» 
Very well; and what's your Name, Sir? 
Dick. My Name is Dicky, Sir. * 
Clin, Dicky ! PE 
Dick. Ay, Dicky, Sir. 
Clin, Very well; a pretty Name. And what can you 
do, Mr. Dicky ? 
— Why, Sir, I can powder a Wig, and pick up a 
ore. 
Clin. O Lord! O Lord! a Whore! Why are there 
many Whores in this Town ? 1 
ic. 
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Dick. Ha, ha, ha! many Whores ! there's a, Queſtion,' 
indeed; why, Sir, there are above five hundred Surgeons. 
in Town—Harkee, Sir, do you ſee that Woman the 
in the Velvet Scarf, and Red Knots ?: IY 

Clin. Ay, Sir; what then? ; 

Dick. Why ſhe ſhall be at your Service u Wees ur 
nutes, as I'm a Pimp. 

lia. O Jupiter Ammon ! why ſhe's a Gentlewoman. 
Dick. A Gentlewoman ! why, ſo are all the Whores 


In Town, Sir. 
Errer Clincher ſenior. 
F Clin. en. Brother, you're welcome'to London. 
W Clin. jun. I thought, Brother, you ow'd ſo much to 
| the Memory of my Father, as to wear Mourning for 
his Death. 

Clin. ſen. Why ſo I do, Fool; I wear this becauſe l 
have the Eſtate, and you wear that, becauſe you have not 
the Eſtate. You have caule to mourn, indeed, Brother, 
Well, Brother, I'm glad to ſee you, fare you well. Going, 

Cl. Jun. Stay, „ Brother ; where are you going 

Clin, ſen, How natural *tis for a Country Booby to 
aſc impertinent Queſtions. Harkee, Sir, Is not my 
Father dead? 

Clin. jun. Ay, ay, to my Sorrow. 

Clin. ſen. No Matter for that, he is dead. And am 
not I a young powder'd extravagant Engl:/ Heir ? 

Clin. jun. Very:right, bir. AN 

Clin. 5. Why 9 . you may be ſure that I an 
going to the Jubilee, Sir. | 

Clin. jun. Jubilee! What's that ? 

Clin. jen. Jubilee Why the Jubilee is—Faith I don! 5 
Know what it is 

Dick. Why the Jubilee is the ſame thing with on 
Lord May ors D in the City; there will be Pageant: 
and Squibbs, an 21 — and all that, Sir. 

Clin. jun. And mult you go fo ſoon, Brother? 

Clin. ox. Yes, Sir, for I muſt ſtay a Month in An: 
fierdam, to ſtudy Poetry. 

Clin. jun. T Nee I ſuppoſe, Brother, you tray 
through Mu/covy, to learn Faſhions. Don't you, Brother 

Clin. ſen. Brother! Prithee Robin, don't call me Br 
ther; Sir, will do every Jot as well. | 

Clin. jun. O Fufiter Ammon! Why ſo? 


3 Cli 


ria £4 Trip to the Jour... x,” 
I. fans Becauſe People will imagine that yon have 
| Ange- 


+ Spight at me But, have you ſeen your Co 
Nita yer, and her Mather, the Lady Darling? - 


Chr. june No; My Dancing-malter has not been with- 


jos me yet- How ſhall I ſalute them, Brother? | 
fi. Cn. ſen, Paw, that's eaſy ; tis only two Scrapes, a 
Kis, and your humble Servant; I'Il tell you more when 
2 I come from the Jubilee. Come along- [ Extyat, , 


SCENE, Lady Dadling's Haage. 
Enter Wildair with a Letter. 
Wild. Like Light and. Heat incorporate we lay : 
| We bleft the Night, aud curſt the coming, Day. 
Well, if this -kice flies ſure, I'm ſecure of my 
e Game—Humph ] the prettieſt Bordel I have ſeen; 4 
not very ſtately genteel one. Now for a Bawd by the Curtef, 
or. and a Whore with-a Coat of Arme——"Sdeath, I'm afraid 1 
ee miſtaken the Houſe. . 3 
8 Enter Lady Darling. | 
8 No; this muſt be the Bawd. 
my Darl. Your Buſineſs, pray Sir? 
Wild. Pleaſure, Madam. 10 120 
Dari. Then, Sir, you have no Buſineſs here. 
2 Hild. This Letter, Madam, will inform you farther 3 
Mr Vixara ſent ĩt, with his humbleService toyourLadyſhip. 
Darl. How does my Couſin, Sir? | 
= Wild. Ay, her Coufin, too, that's right Procurefs, 
| Darl. [Reads.] W 7 Inclinatian to 
. | adam Court my Cos 
* Gentleman: ee I 
Your Ladyfaip's maſt Humble Servant, Vizann. 
: Sir, your Fortune'and:Quality are ſutficient:to recom- 
* mend you any where; but what goes farther with me, ie 
the Recommendation of ſo ſober a young Gentleman a8 
* my Couſin Vixard. | 
Wild. A Right ani Bawd, on my Word. | 
Darl. Sir Harry, your Converſation with Mr. Yizard- 
y/ argues you a Gentleman, free from the looſe and vicious 
. Carriage of the Town ; Ell therefore call my Daughter. 
Mild. Now go thy Way for au illuſtrious Baws of 
Babylon—She dreſſes. up a Sin ſo religiouſly, that the 
Devil would hardly know it of his making. = 


/ 
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128 Re-enter Darling with Angelica,  _ 
Parl. Pray, Daughter, uſe him civilly, ſuch Matches 
won't offer every Dax. lt. 
Hild. O all ye Powers of Love! An Angel! S'death 
What Money have I got in my Pocket? I can't offer her 
leſs than twenty Guineas —— and, by Jupiter, ſhe's 
worth a hundred. 1 | * | 
Angel. Tis he! The very ſame! And his Perſon a- 
fre, le as his Character, of good Humour —Pray 
eav'n his Silence proceed from Reſp ecm. 
Wild. How innocent ſhe looks.! How wou'd that Mo- 
deſty adorn Virtue, when it makes even Vice look. fo 
charming ?—By Heav'n, there is ſuch a commanding In- 
nocence in her Looks, that I dare not aſk the Queſtion. 
Angel. Now all the Charms of real Love and feign'd 
Indifference aſſiſt me to engage his Heart, for mine is. 
Joſt already. nnen 
Wild. Madam — I, I— Zoons, I cannot ſpeak to 
her—But ſhe's a Whore, and I will- Madam, in ſhort, 
I, I, — O Hypocriſy, . Hypocriſy ! What a charming 
Sin art thou ? e Ot = BAS. 
Angel. He is caught; now to ſecure my Conqueſt—- 
I thought, Sir, you had Bufineſs to communicate. 
Wild. Buſineſs to communicate! How nicely ſhe words 
it! Yes, Madam, don't you, don't you love ſinging Birds, 
Madam ? 80 | _— et 218 
Angel. That's an aan, il a Lover — Yes, Sir. 


| * 
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Wild. Why then, Madam, is a Neſt of. the pret- 
tieſt Goldfincles that ever*chIFÞt in a Cage; twenty 
young ones, I zſfure you, Madam. | "OOO 

Angel. Twenty young ones ? what then, Sir ? 

Wild. Wi then, Madam, there are twenty young 
ones — Sli, I think twenty is pretty fair. fr” 

- Angel. He's mad, ſure — Sir Harry, when you have 
learn'd more Wit and Manners, you ſhall be welcome 
here again. [ Exit. 

Wild. Wit aud Manners — I Gad, now I conceive 
there is a great deal of Vit and Manners in twenty Gui- 
neas I'm ſure tis all the Vit and Manners J have about 
me at preſent. What ſhall I dg? | | 

Enter Clincher ;unigh, and Dicky. | 
What the Devil's here? Ano Couſin, I warrant ye! 
Harkee, Sir, Can you lend me ten or twenty Guineas in- 


ſtantly, 
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Rantly, I'll pay you fifteen for them, in three hours, upon 
| my Honour. SHOT 191 RE 2 4 1] 2 1 | 
| Clin. jun. Theſe London Sparks are plaguy impudent! | 
| This Fellow, by his Wig and Aſſurance, can be no leſs 
| than N Coortier: - ! 7 17 Sg oe EE 
Fo Dick. He's rather a Courtier by his 8 1 
Clin. jun. Faith, Sir, I have not above five-Guineas 
- about me. nations 19 btiom: of Kan 


to my Knowledge, twenty won't be ſufficient. 
Clin. jun. Sufficient ! for what, Sir? ORs. 
Wild. What, Sir? Why, for that, Sir; What the 
Devil ſhould it be, Sir ? I know your Buſineſs, notwith- 
ſtanding all your Gravity, Sir. f | 
Clin. jun. My Buſineſs! Why my Couſin lives here. 
Wild. I know your Couſin does live there, and F;zard”s 
Couſin, and my Couſin, and every Body's Coulin.— 
Harkee, Sir, I ſhall return immediately, and if you offer 
to touch her till I come back, I ſhall cut your Throat, 
Raſcal. | W 75 [ Exit. 
Clin. Why the Man's mad, ſure? 
Dick. Mad, Sir? Ay, he's a Bean. 
Clin. A Beau! What's that? Are all Madmen Beaux? 
Dick. No, Sir! But moſt Beaux are Madmen. But 
now for your Couſin ; remember your three Scrapes, a 
Kiſs, and your humble Servant. * 


# 


SCENE, The Street. 


Enter Wildair ; Colonel following. 
Stand. Sir Harry, Sir Harry. Bet 
Wild. I'm in Haſte, Colonel: Beſides, if you're in no 
better Humour than when I parted with you in the Park 
this Morning, your Company won't be very agreeable. 
Stand. You're a happy Man, Sir Harry, who are never 
out of Humour: Can nothing move your Gall, SirHarry ? 
Wild. Nothiog but Impokibilities, which are the ſame 
as nothing. | 
Scand. What Impoſſibilities ? | 
Wild. The Reſurrection of my Father to diſinherit me, 
or an Act of Parliament againſt Wenching. A Man of 
1 "PIER Eight 
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Founder enen fo be we: No, no: 
. ſor N Brothers. 
1 yor Son of here behind 


t Why then yould I call bin ka bee his 
Back, and ſo we're een. 

Sram. Hut (at you Had loft u Militeſs 7 

Wild. Why then . F get another. 


1 Stand. But ſuppo race diſcarded b "the omant 
you love ; cr eu troubie you. & W a 
| * 4. You're miſtakett, olWhel 43m my Love is neither 
rx honourable, nor meanly 
only a of Gratitude ;' while ſhe loves 
der; ; when the deſiſts, the Obti wok: 
Stand. But to be miſtaken in 


nd S 
2 : = are C 


the Lady Lurrwel (only it) had di 
1 . only 91 it —an fr your Beke ge by by 
me! 


il. Pa, that's another Imponbity. 

Stam. Are you ſure of that ? 

Wild. Why, twere a Soleriſm in Nature; wore! Nu⸗ 
ger and Thumb, Sir. She dances with me, fings with 
me, plays with me, ſwears wir me, hes with me. 

" Stand. How, Sir? 

Hud. I menu in an honourable Way; Unt is, ſhe lies 
for me. In ſhort, we are as like one another as a Couply' 
of Guineas. 

Stand. Now that I have rais'd you to the higheſt Pin- 
nacle of Vanity; will I give you ſo mortifying a Fall, as 
ſhall daſh 8 ur — 9 to Pieces -I pray your Honour 
to peruſe theſe [ive him be Packet. 

Wild. What 115 i dhe Muſter-Roll of your Regiment, 
Colonel ? 

Stand. No, no; *tis a Liſt of your Forces in your laſt 
Love Campaign; and, for your Comfort, all diſpanded. 

Mild. Prithee, good metaphorical Colonel, What d'ye 
mean ? 

Stand. Read, Sir, read ; theſe are the Sibyl Leaves 
that will unfold your Deftiny. 

Wild. So it b not a falſe Deed, to cheat me of my 
Eſtate, what care -I Os hing the Packet.] Humph ! my 
Hand ! To the Lady Lurewel/—What Devil haſt tow 


been tampering with to conjure up theſe Spirits ? 
pering J P P PRE” 
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Stand. A certain Familiar of your Acquaintante, Sir. 
Wild. ¶ Reading. — Madam, my Pan- natura 


your | Beauty contending — Force Cbarm — Mankind 'Y 


— Eternal Admirer, Wildair! I never was aſham'd of 
my Name beforee. 6-1 1380 
Stand. What, Sir Harry W:/dair out of Humour 1a, 
ha, ha! r Sir Harry; more Glory in her Smile chan. 
in the Jubilee at Rome ; ha, ha, ha] But then her Foot, 
Sir Harry, ſhe dances to a Miracle! ha, ha, ha! Fy, 
Sir Harry, a Man of your Parts write Letters not worth 
keeping! What ſay'ſt thou, my dear Knight Errant? 
Ha, ha, ha! you may go ſeek Adventures now, in- 
deed. | SY: 5 
Wild. r ſhould I be angry that a Woman is 
a Woman? Since Inconſtancy and Falſhood are grounded 
in their Natures, how can they help it? M 
Stand. Then they muſt be ded in your Nature; 


for you and ſhe are Finger and Thumb, Sir. Ty 


Mild. Here's a Capy of Verſes, too: I muſtiturn Poet 
in the Devil's Name—Stay—'Sdeath ! What's here? 
This is her Hand. Oh the charming Character! M 
dear Wildair, {reading} That's I— this huff bluff Col 
nel that's he !—1s the rateſt Fool in Nature tb Decs/ 
he is !-»And as ſuch have I us'd him wish all my Heart, 
faith—T had no better Way of letting you know that 1 
lodge in Pall-Mall, near the Hol Lank——Colonel, Pm 
your humble Servant. 6. 1011 
Stand. Hold, Sir, you ſhan't go yet; I ba'nt deli- 
ver'd half my W $. 696 654 titer oy 
Wild. Upon my Faith, hut you have, Colonel. 
Stand. Well, well, own your Spleen ; out with it; I 
know you're iketo OOO On * 
Vila. I am fo, by Gad; Ha, ha, ha! * 
laub, and point of one anof ber. 
Stand. Ay, with all my Heart; ha ha! Welt, 
well, that's all forc'd, Sir Harry. iR 1 3 tee 
, Wild. I was never better plan in all my Life,” by 
upiter. ; +0-1 . 1699 
Stand. Well, Sir Harry, tis Prudence to hide our 
Concern, when there's no Help for't:— But to be ſe- 
rious now, the Lady has ſent you back all your Papers 
there] was fo juſt as not to 4 upon em. . 
448. 
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Vid. I am glad on't, Sir; for there were ſome Things 

thet.1 — have yon dos) -—- 
Stand. All this ſhe has done for my fake ; and 1 de- 
ſire you would decline any farther Pretenſions for your 
own ſake. So honeſt, good. natur'd Sir Harry, I'm your | 
humble Servant. [Exit. 

Wild. Ha, ha, ha! poor Colonel — Delight 
of an ingenious Miſtre/s.! What a Life and Briſkneſs it 
adds to an Amour, like the Loves of mighty Fove, ftill - 
ſuing in different Shapys. A Legerdemain Miſtreſs, who * 
preſto, paſs, and ſhe's iin chen — in an Inſtant, 
in your Arms again. len 

deer Vizard. | 

Fig. Well met, Sir Harry; What News from the 
Iſland-of Love? 

Wild. Faith we made but a ben Voyage by your. 
Chart; but now I am bound ſor another Fort: 1 told 
you the Colonel was my Rival. 

Viz. The Colonel! Cen'd Micfortune ! 2 


iI. But the civileſt in 5 World; ke brou [4 wh 
Word where my 1Mifre/s lodges ; i = Story?s too hogs 
tell you now, for I muſt fly. 

Viz. What! Have you given 'over all Thought of 
Angelica? 

Wild. No, no; III think: of — ſome other Time. 
But now ſor the Lady Lurewell ; Wit and Beauty call, 


That Miſrreſs n&er can pall her Lovers Toys, 
Wheſe Wit can whet, whene'er her Beauty cleys. 
Her liitle am*rous Frauds all Truths excel ; 

And make us ente. being e e well. 


* [Briz 


Viz: r he Colonel my Rival too! q IE ſhall I 
manage? There is but one Way—hitn and the Knight 
will I ſet a tilting, where one cuts t'other's Throat, and 
the Survivor's hang'd : So there will be two Riyals 
pretty decently diſpos'd of. { Exit, 
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SCENE, Lurewell's Lodgings. 
Lure. Has my Servant brought me the Money from 
my Merchant? E 4 

Parl. No, Madam: He met Alderman Smaggler at 
Charing-Crofs, who has promis'd to watt on you himſelf 

Lare. Tis odd, that this old Nogue ſhou'd pretend to 
love me, and at the ſame Time cheat me of my Money. 

Parl. Tis well, Madam, if he don't cheat you of your 
Eſtate; for you ſay, the Writings are in his Hands. 

Lure. But what Satisfaction can I get of him? 

Euter Smuggler. 5 
Mr. Alderman, your Servant: Have yau brought me 
any Money, Sir? oa 4 

Fung. Faith, Madam, trading is very dead; what 
with paying the Taxes, raiſing the Cuftoms, Loſſes at 
Sea Abroad, and maintaining our Wives at Home, the 
Pank is reduc'd very lo. E 

Lure. Come, come, Sir, theſe Evaſions won't ſerre 
your Turn; I muſt have Money, Sir—1 hope you don't 
deſign to cheat me. | 23 | | 

Sung. Cheat you, Madam, I have been an honeft 
Citizen theſe five and thirty. Years ! | 

Lure. An hoveſt Citizen! Bear Witneſs, Parly/! I 
ſhall trap him in more Lies preſently—Come, Sir, tho' 
I'm a Woman, I can take a Courſe. 

Smug. What Courſe, Madam, you'll go to Law, will 
ye? I can maintain a Suit of Law, be it right or wrong, 
theſe forty Years, I'm fare of that, Thanks to the honeſt 
Practice of the Courts. But, Madam, I have brought 
you about a hundred and fifty Guineas, (a great deal of 
Money, as Times go) and 

Lure, Come, give it me. "a | 

Sung. Ah, that Hand, that Hand; that pretty ſoft, 
white I] have brought it, you ſee: But the Condition of 
the Obligation is ſuch, that whereas that leering Eye, 
that pouting Lip, that pretty ſoft Hand, that=you 
underſtand: me, you underſtand, I'm ſure you do; you 
little Rgue k - 

B 2 | Lure. 
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Lure. Here's a Villain now, ſo covetous, that he won't 
Wench upon his own Coſt, but would bribe me with my 
own Money. Iwill be reveng*'d—Upon my Word, Mr. 
Alderman, you make me bluſh ? What d'ye mean, pray ? 
- Smug. See here, Madam, | Puts a Piece of Money in his 
Mouth.) buſs and Guinea, uſs and Cui, buſs and 
Guinea. 

Lure. Well, Mr. n you have ſuch pretty ways 
with you, that I will, Ha, ha, ha, ha! 

Sm. Will you, indeed} He, be, be! my little Co- 
quet ; and when, and where, and how ? 

Lure. "Twill be a difficult Point, Sir, to ſecure both 
our Honours, you muſt therefore be gens 6; Mr. A.. 
derman. 

Smug. P'ſhaw ! No Matter, I'm an old Fornicator, 
I'm not half fo religious as I ſeem to be. 

Lare. No Man is ſeen to come into this Houſe after 
Ni ht-fall; you muſt therefore ſneak i in, when *tis dark, 
in 1. s Cloaths. 

Snug. I, gad ſo, cod ſo—I have a Suit a Purpoſe, my 
little C0 uet ; I love to be diſguis'd; ay gens 4 
very handſome Woman, I cod I do. 

Enter Servant, whiſpers Lurewell. 

Lure. Oh! Mr, Alderman, ſhall T beg you to walk in into 
next Room, here are ſome Strangers coming vp. 

Smug. Buſs and Guinea firſt, ah my little Coquet. [ Exiz, 

Enter Wildair. 
Wild. My Life, my Soul, my all that Heaw'n can give. 
Lure. Death Life with thee ; without thee, Death to live. 


Welcome, my dear Sir Harry, I ſee you got my Di- 


rections. 
Wild. Directions! in the moſt charming Manner; 


thou dear Machiavel of Intrigue. 
Lure. Still briſk and airy, I find, Sir Harry. 
Wild. The Sight of you, Madam, exalts my Air, and 


makes Joy lighten in my Face. 
Lure. Ihave a thouſand Queſtions to aſk you, Sir Harry, 
How do you like France ? 
Wild. 4h! e le plus beau pais du monde. 
Lure, Then what made you leave it ſo ſoon ? 
Wild. Madam, Vous VoJe que je Vous ſuis partout. 
Lure. O Monficur, je vous ſuis fort obligtit——Bul 


where” 5 che Court now r 
| | Wild. 


\ % * 


np to the Joni r. 
y Wild. At Marli, Madam. A 
ö Lure. And where my Count La Falier??ꝛ 
? Wild. His Body's in the Church of Notre Dame ; I 
Is don't know where his Soul is. 2 | 

d Lure, What Diſeaſe did he die of ? 
's 


29 


Vid. A Duel, Madam, I was his Doctor. 
Lure. How d'ye mean f j a 
Mild. As moſt Doctors do, I kill'd him. 
J- Lure. En Cavalier, my dear Knight-Errant ; well; 
| And how ? And how? What Intrigues, what Gallantries 


th are carrying on in the Beau Monde? 


72 Wild. I ſhould aſk you that Queſtion, Madam, fince 
your Ladyſhip makes the Beau Monde wherever you come. 
I, Lure. Ah! Sir Harry, I've been almoſt ruin'd, peſter'd 
to Death here by the inceſſant Attacks of a mighty Co- 
ter lonel ; he has beſieg'd me as cloſe as our Army did Namur. 
k, Mild. J hope your Ladyſhip did not ſurrender, tho”, 


Lare. No, no; but was forc'd to capitulate : But fince 
my you are come to raiſe the Siege, we'll dance, and ſing, 
ea and laugh. : 8 83 

ild. And love, and kiſs —— Montrez moy votre 
7 Chambre. | | 
nto Lure. Attende, Attende un peu —— I remember, Sir 
Harry, you promis'd me in Parii, never to aſk that im- 
xii. pertinent Queſtion again. | babar. > 
Wild. P'ſhaw, Madam, that was above two Months 
ago; beſides, Madam, Treaties made in France are ne- 
ver kept. e 
Lure. Wou'd you marry me, Sir Harry ? 
Wild. Oh! Le Marriage eff une Grande mal —— but 
I will marry you. _ 
Lure. Your Ward, Sir, is not to be rely'd on: if a 
Geatleman will forfeit his Honour inDealings of Buſineſs, 
we may reaſonably ſuſpect his Fidelity in an Amour. 
Wild. My Honour in Dealings of Buſineſs! Why, 
Madam, I never had any Buſineſs in all my Life. . 
Lure. Yes, Sir Harry, I have heard a very odd Story, 
and am ſorry, that a Gentleman of your Figure ſhould 
undergo the Scandal 
_ Wild. Out with it, Madam. COU RB SHA 
Lure. Why the Merchant, Sir, that tranſmitted your 
Bills of Exchange to you in France, complains of fome 
indirect and diſhonourable Dealings. 
B 3 Vila. 
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Wild. Who, old Smugeler !“ 

Lure. Ay, ay: you know him, I find. 

- TFild.-1 have no leſs than Reaſon, I think ; why the 
Rogue has cheated me cf above five hundred Pound 
within theſe three Years, 

Lure. Tis your Bufineſs, then, to acquit yourſelf 
publickly, for he ſpreads the Scandal every where. 

Wild. Acquit myſelf publickly ?—Here, Sirrah, my 
Coach, Ill drive inſtantly into the City, and cane the 
o1d Villain round the Royal Exchange; he thall run the 
Gantlet through a thouſand bruſht Beavers, and formal 
Cravats. | 

Cure. Why he is in the Houſe now, Sir. 

IWiid. What, in this Houle ? 

Lure. Ay, in the next Room. 

Hild. Then, Sirrah, lend me your Cudgel. 

Eure. Sir Harry, you won't raiſe a Diſtarbance 3 in my 
Houſe ? 

Wild. Diſturbance, Madam, no, no; I'll beat him 
with the Temper of a Philoſopher ; here, Mrs. Par, 
thew. me the Gentleman. [ Exit wich Parly, 

Lure. Now ſhall I get the old Monſter well beaten, and 
Str Harry peſter d next Term with Bloodfheds, Batteries, 
Colts and Damages, Sollicitors and Attorneys; and if 
they don't teize him out of his good Humour, I'll ne- 
ver plot again... [ Exit. 
SCENE changes to another Room in tht 

fame Houſe. 
| Enter Smuggler. 
Smug. O this damn'd Tide-waiter! A Ship and 


Cargo worth five thouſand Pound why tis richly worth 
five hundred Perjuries. 
Enter Wildair. 

Wild. Dear Mr. Alderman, I'm your moſt devoted and 
humble Servant. 

Smug. My beſt F riend, Sir Harry, you're welcome to 
England. 

Wild. I'll aſſure you, Sir, there's not a Man in the 

King's Dominions I'm gladder to meet. 
Sang. O Lord, Sir, you Travellers have the moſt 


b Ways ich ou. 
obliging Ways with y il 
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Wild. There is a Buſineſs, Mr. Alderman, fall'n out, 


Which you may oblige me infinitel by—1I am very ſor- 
ry that I am forc'd to be troubleſome ; but Neceſſity, 


Mr. Alderman. 
Smug. Ay, Sir, as you ſay Neceſſity But upon my 
f Word, Sir, I'm very ſhort o Money y, at preſent ; but 


Wild. That's not y Matter, Sir, I'm above ag Ob: 


/ ligation that Way; but the Buſineſs is, I'm reduc'd to 
2 an 1 indiſpenſib! e Neceſſity of being obliged to you for a 
e Beating—Here, take this Cudgel. 
1 Saug. A Beating, Sir Harry Ha, ha, ha! I beat a 
Knight Baronet! An Alderman, turn Cudgel-Frayer 
Ha, "hz, ha ! * , 
I1i14. Upon my Word, Sir, you muſt. beat me, or 
Pl! cudgel you; take your Choice, | 
Smug. P? ſhaw, p'ſhaw, you jeſt, 
y IWild. Nay, tis as ſure as Fate; fo, Alderman, I hope 
| you'll pardon, my Curioſity. 
n Smug. Curiolity ! Deuce take your Corioſty, Sirz 
'” TI, dye mean? 8 
. Fild. Nothing at all: I'm but in Jeſt, Sire . 
d — O, I can take any thing in Jeſt ; but a Man 
„ might imagine, by the Smartneſs of the Stroke, that 
if you were in downright Earneſt. 
e Vila. Not in the leaſt, Sir, . beim, 9 not in the 
2. leaſt, indeed, Sir. 
; Smug. Pray, good Sir, no more of your jede, for 
c they = the blunteſt Jeſts that I ever knew. 
Wild. (frites J heartily beg yout Pardon with all 
my Heart, Sir. 
1d Smug. Pardon, Sir; well Sir, that is Satis faction enough 
th from a Gentleman ; but ſeriouſly now, if you pals any 
more of your jeſts upon me, I ſhall grow angry: +." 
Mild. I humbly beg your Permiſſion to break one or 
ad two more, . [ Anriting bim. 
; Snug. O Lord, Sir, you'll break my Bones: Are 
to you mad, Sir? Marder, Felony, Manſlaughter. 
[Wild. knocks him down. 
he Mild. Sir, I beg you ten thouſand Pardons ; but I am 
abſolutely compell'd to't, upon my Honour, Sir; nothing 
oſt can be more aveiſe to my Inclinations, than to Jeſt with 
5 B 4 my 
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my honeſt, dear, loving, obliging Friend, the A 


GEVTRAN 


[Seriking him all this while, Smuggler tumbles 
over and over, and ſhakes out his Pocket>Book on 
| the Floor; Lurewell enters, takes it up. 
Lure. The old Rogue's Pocket-Book ; this may be of 
uſe. [ Alde.] O Lord, Sir Harry's murdering the poor 
old Man — 
Smug. O dear Madam, I was beaten in Jeſt, *till I am 
murder'd in good Earneſt. 
Lure. Well, well! il bring you off, Senior: Frappex, 
Frapęex. I wonder you are not aſham'd, Holding Wild. 
A poor reverend honeſt Elder [ Helfgs Smug. up. 
It makes me weep to ſee him in this Condition, poor 
Man! Now the Devil take you, Sir Harry —for not 
b-ating bim harder. Well, my Dear, you ſhall come 
at Night, and PII make you Amends. | 
Smug. I will have Amends before I leave the Place : 
Sir. How durſt you ufe me thus? 
Wild. Su? [ Here Sir Harry takes Snuff, 
Smug. Sir, I ſay, Iwill have Satisfaction. | 
Hild. With all my Heart. {Throws Snuff in his Eyes, 
Smug. O Murder, Blindhefs, Fire: O Madam, Ma- 
dam, get me ſome Water. Water, Fire, Fire, Water. 
[Exit with Lure ell. 
Wild. How pleaſant is reſenting an Injury without 
Pafiion ? *Tis the Beauty of Revenge. 


Let Stateſmen plot, and under Buſine/s groan ; 

And ſettling Publick Quiet, leſe their oxwn. 

Let Soldiers drudge and fight for Pay or Fame; 
For, when they re ſhot, I think tis much the ſame. 

Let Scholars vex their Brains with Mood and Tenſe, 

And, mad with Strength of Reaſon, Fools commence; þ 

Lofing their Wits in ſearching after Senſe ; 

Their Summum Bonum they muft toil to gain; 

And, ſeeking Pleaſure, ſpend their Life in Pain. 

1 make the moſt of Life, no Hour miſpend ; 

Pleaſure's the Means, and Pleaſure is my End. 

No Spleen, no Trouble ſhall my Time deſtroy. 

Life's but a Span; Pl ev'ry Inch enjoy. [Exit, 


ACT 
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SCENE. The Street. | 


Enter Standard 2 Vizard. 


4 WE » HATE ae 


Bring him Word where ſhe lodg'd! I the civileſt | 
Rival in the World! tis impoſſible. 

Viz. I ſhall urge it no further, Sir; I only $4.5 "a 
Sir, that my Character in the World might add Autho- 
rity tomy Words, without ſo many Repetitions. 

Stand. Pardon me, Dear Vixard Our Belief ftruggles. 
hard, before it can be brought to yield to the Diſadvan- 
tage of what we love; tis ſo great an Abuſe to our 
Judgment, ' that it makes the Faults of our Choice our- 
own Failing. But what ſaid Sir Harry? + 

Viz.. He pitied the poor credulous Colonel, augh'd: 
heartily, and flew away with all the Raptures of a Bride-- 
groom, repeating theſe Lines: 

4 Miftreſs ne'er can pall ber Lover's Toys, | 
. Whoje Wit can voher aubene er her Beauty cloys. ; 

Stand. 4 Miftreſs ne er can gal By all my Wrong ke: 
whores her! And I'm made their Property. Vengeance! 
Vizard, you muſt carry a Note from me to-Sir Harry. 

. 1 What, a Challenge! I hope you don't debgn to 

ght. 

Stand. What? wear the Livery of my King, and 
pocket an Aﬀront ! *twere an Abuſe. to his Sacred Ma- 
jeſty; a Soldier's Sword, Fizerd, how's: ſtart of itſelf 
to redreſs its Maſter's Wro 

Viz. However, Sir, I think it not proper ſor me to- 
carry any ſuch Meſſage between Friends. 

Stand. J have ne'er a Servant here. What ſhall, I do? 

Viz. There's Tim Errand, the Porter that plies at the 
Blue Pofts, who knows Sir Harry and his Haunts * 
well; you may ſend a Note by him. 

Sand. Here, you Friend. 

Viz. J have now ſome Buſineſs, and muſt take 
Leave; 3 I would adviſe you nevertheleſs againſt this Af- 
ar, 

. B 5 Stand... 
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Stand. No whiſpering now, nor telling of Friends to 
prevent us. He thatdifappoints a Man of an honourable. 
Revenge, may love him fooliſhly * a Wife, but never 
value him as a Friend. 

Vix. Nay, the Devil take A that parts you, lay, I. 

xit, 
Enter Porter ranning, 
Err. Did your Honour call a Porter? 
: Sterd. Is your Name Tim Errand ? 

Err. People call me fo, an't like yoar Warlip—. 

Stand. D*ye know Sir Harry Wildair ? 

Err. Ay, very well, Sir! He's one of my Maſters ; 
many a round Half Crown have I had of his Worſhip : 
He's newly come home from France, Sir. 

Stand. Go to the next Coffee-Howe, and wait for me. 
O Woman, Woman, how bleſt is Man, when favoured 
by your Smiles ? and how accurſt, when all theſe Smiles 
are found but wanton Baits to ſooth us to Deſtruction ? 

Thus cur chief Joys, with baſe Alloys, are cui, 

And cur beft Things, when once corrupted, au. [Exit 


Enter Wildair, and Clincher Senior following. 
Clin. /en. Sir, Sir, Sir, having fome Buſineſs of Im- 
portance to commanicate to you, I would beg your At- 
rention to a trifling Affair that I would impart to you. 
Mild. What is your rifling Baſmeſs of Importance, 
pray ſweet Sir? 
© Clin. ſen. Pray Sir, Are the Roads deep between this 
and Paris ! 
Mild. Why that Queſtion, Sir? 
Clin. ſen. Becauſe, I deſign to go to the Jubilee, Sir. 
J underſtand that you are a Traveller, Sir; there is an 
Air of Travel in the Tie of your Cravat, Sir, there is 
indeed, Sir— ] fappoſe, Sir, you bought this Lace i in 
Flanders. 
Mild. No, Sir, this Lace was made in Norway. 
Clin. ſen. Norway, Sir! 
Wild. Yes, Sir, of the Shavings of Deal-Boards. 
Clin. /en. That's very ſtrange now, Faith. Lace made 
of the Snavings of Deal-Boards; I Gad, Sir, you Tra- 
veliers ſee very ſtrange Things Abroad, very incredible 
Things Abroad, indeed. 
Wild. But, Sir, what Preparations have you made for 


our journey ? 
c , 15 c 
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Chu. ſen. A Caſe of Pocket-Piſtols for the Bravo's— 
and a Swimming+*Girdle: - 1 1 9907 407 | 
Hild. Why weſe, Sir? 


o 


Clin. Jen... © Lord, Sit, I'll. tell you=Suppo 


FT; 


= 


poſe us in 

one now ; away goes I to ſome Ball—ſfor III be a 
mighty Beau. Then as I faid, I go to ſome Ball, or 
ſome Bear- baiting, tis all one, you knoW- then comes a 
fine Lalian Bona Roba, and plucks me by the Sleeve, 


Seignior Angle, Seignior Angle —ſhes a very fine Lady, 


obſerve that Seignior Angle, ſays ſhe, —Seigniera; ſays. 
I, and trips after her to the Corner of a Street, ſuppoſe 
it Rufſel-Street here, or any other Street 57 92 you 
know I muſt invite her to the Tavern, I can dò no leſs. 
There up comes a Bravo; the Htallan grows ſaucy, and I 
give him an Engliſb Douſe of the Face. I can box, Sir, 
box tightly, I was a Prentice, Sir; but then, Sir, he 
whips out his Stillette, and 1 ps ope my Bull-Dog—- 
ſlaps him through, trips down Stairs, turns the Corner of 
Rufſel-Street again, and whips me into the Ambaſiador's 

Train, and there I'm as ſafe as a Beau behind the Scenes. 

Wild. Was your Piſtol charg'd, Sir? 

' Clin, ſen. Only a Brace of Bullets, that's all, Sir. 
Wild. Tis a very pretty Piſtol, Sir, pray let me ſee it. 
Clin. ſen. With all my Heart, Sir, [Gives if him. 

: Wild. Hark'ee, Mr. Jubilee, can you digeſt a Brace of 
alls ? 1 — | | 

Clin. en. O by no means in the World, Sir. 

Wild. Plt try the Strength of your Stomach, however, 

Sir—Yon are a dead Man. 

Clin. ſen, Conſider, Sir, I'm going to the Jubilee; when 
I come” back again, I'm a dead Man at your Service. 

Mild. O very well, Sir, but take heed you ate not ſa 
cholerick for the future. 

Clin. ſen. Cholerick, zounds, Sir, I deſign to ſhoot. 
ſeven 1talians a Week. a 

Wild. Sit, you won't have Provocation. 

Clin. ſen. Provocation, Sir ! Zauns, Sir, I'll kill any 
Man for treading upon my Corns, and there wall be a 
deviliſh Throng of People there; they ſay, that all the 
Princes of Haß will be there. n 7 2 

Wild. And all the Fops and Fidlers in Furope But 


Clin. 
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- Clin. Jen, O Lord, Sir, that's eaſy. Suppoſe the Ship 
caſt away; now, whilſt other fooliſh People are buſy at 
their Prayers, I whip on my Swimming-Girdle, clap a 
Month's Provifions into my Pockets, and ſail me away, 
like an Egg in a Duck's Belly. Well, Sir, you muſt 
pardon me now, I'm going to ſee my Miſtreſs. 55 
Mild. This Fellow's an accompliſh'd Aſs before he 
goes Abroad. Well; this Angelica has got into my 
Heart, and I can't get her out of my Head. I muſt pay 
her tother Viſit. ade 

SCENE, Lady Darling's Houſe. 

| Angelica aut. 

Ang. Unhappy State of Woman ! whoſe chief Virtue 
15 but Ceremony, and our much boaſted Modeſty but a 
Lavich Reſtraint. The ſtrict Confinement on our Words 
makes our Thoughts ramble more ; and what preſerves 
ouroutward Fame, deſtroys our inward Quiet—'Tis hard 
that Love ſhould be deny'd the Privilege of Hatred; that 


Scandal and Detraction ſhould be ſo much indulg'd, yet 
Sacred Love and Truth debarr'd our Converſation. 


Enter Darling, Clincher jun. and Dicky. 
Darl. This is my Daughter, Couſin. 
Dick. Now, Sir, remember your three Scrapes. 
Clin. [ Salutzs Angelica. ] One, two, three, [Kies her. 
Your humble Servant. Was not that right, Dicky ? 
* Dick. Ay, Faith, Sir, but why don't you * to her? 
Clin. jun. I beg your Pardon, Dicky. I know my 
Diſtance; Would you have me ſpeak to a Lady at the 


firſt Sight? ; 

Dick. Ay, Sir, by all Means; the firſt Aim is the ſureſt. g 
Clin. jun. Now for a good Jeſt, to make her laugh 

heartily—By Jupiter Ammon, I'll go give her a Kits. , 


[ Gees towards ber. 
Enter Wildair, interpofeng. 


art. 


1 Wild. Tis all to no purpoſe, I told you fo before ; a 

pour pitiful five Guineas will never do—You may d 
march, Sir; for as far as five hundred Pounds will go 

Fil dut-bid you. 1 5 0. a y 

Clin. jun, What the Devil | the Madman's here again. a 
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Darl. Bleſs me, Couſin ! What d'ye mean? Aﬀront 
2 Gentleman of his Quality in my Houſe ? {: 2390 

Clin. jun. Quality Why, Madam! I don't know 
what you mean by your Madmen, and your Beaux, and 
your Quality.— They're all alike, I believe. 

Dar. Pray, Sir, walk with me into the next Room, 

TA [ Exit Darl. leading Clin. Dick follows. 

Ang. Sir, if your Converſation be no more agreeable” 
than 'was the laſt Time, I would adviſe you to make 

your Viſit as ſhort as you can. ent -1 ; 

Wild. The Offences of my laſt Viſit, Madam, bore : 
their Puniſhment in the Commiſſion ; and have made 
me as uneaſy till I receive Pardon, as your Ladyſhip 
can be till I ſue for it. > RG; 

Ang. Sir Harry, I did not well underſtand the Of- 
fence, and muſt, therefore, proportion it to the Greatneſs 
of your Apology : If you would, therefore, have me Mak 
it light, take no great Pains in an Excuſe, - 

Mild. How ſweet muſt be the Lips that guard 
Tongue! then, Madam, no more of paſt Offences, let 
us prepare for Joys to come ; let this feal my Pardon. 
[ Kiſſes her Hand.] And this [again] initiate me to far. 
ther Happineſs. ney 4 

Ang. Hold, Sir, —one Queſtion, Sir Harry ; and pray 
anſwer me plainly, D'ye love me ? | 

Mild. Love you! Does Fire aſcend? Do Hypocrites 
diſſemble ? Uſurers love Gold, or Great Men Flattery ? 
Doubt theſe, then queſtion that I love.  _ —- 

, This ſhews your Gallantry, Sir, but not your 
ve. | BF | 8 
Mild. View your own Charms, Madam, then judge 
my Paſſion; your Beauty raviſhes my Eye, your Voice 
my Ear, and your Touch has thrill'd my melting Soul. 

Ang. If your Words be real, tis in your Pow'r to 
raſe an equal Flame in me. | 

Wild. Nay, then—lI ſeize 

Ang. Hold, Sir; ®tis alſo poſſible, to make me deteſt 
and ſcorn you worſe than the moſt profligate of your 
deceiving Sex. * 45 

Wild. Ha! A very odd Turn this. I hope, Madam, 
you only affect Anger, becauſe you know your Frowns 
ae becoming. f 


Ang. 
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An. Sir Harry, you being 9 e of your 
own Deſigns, can beſt underſtand whether my Anger 
| ſhould be real or diſſembled; think what ſtrict Modefty 
ſhould bear, then judge of my Refentments. + 

Wild. Strict Modeſty ſhould bear! Why, Faith, Madam, 
] believe the ſtricteſt Madefy may bear fifty Guineas, 
aud I don't believe twill bear one F arthing more. | 

- Ang. What d' mean, Sir? 

Wild Nay, Madam, what do you mean, if you go to 
that? I think now, fifty Guineas is a very fine Offer 
for your ſtrict Modefty, as you call it. 

Ang. Tis more charitable, Sir Harry, to charge che; 
Impertinence of a Man of your Figure, on his Defett 
in Underſtanding, than on his Want of Mazneri—I'm. 
afraid you're mad, Sir. | 

Wild. Why, Madam, yow1e enough to males, any 
Man mad. Sdeach, Are not you a—— 

Ang. What, Sir? ; 

Wild. Why, a Lady of—ſtrit Mod, if you will 
have it ſo. | 

Ang. 1 ſhall never hereaſter truſt common Report, 
which repreſented yon, Sir, a Man of Honour, Wit, and 
Breeding ; for I find you very deficient in them all. [ E x7. 

Wild. jolas. Now I find that the ftri&t Pretences which 
the Ladies of Pleaſure make to ſtrict Madeſy, is the Rea- 
ſon why. pow of Quality are aſhant'd to wear it. 

Due Vizard. 
- Fiz, Ah, Sir Harry, Have I caught yon > Well, and 
wharSueceſs? ? 
© Wild. Succeſs! tis a Shame for you young Fellows 


in Town here, to let the Wenches grow fo ſaucy, I 


offered her fifty Gurneas, and ſhe'was iu her Airs pre- 
ſently, | I could have two Counteſſes in Paris for Half 
the Money, and Je wous remertis into the Bargain. 

Viz. Gone in her Airs, ſay you? And did not you 
follow her ? 

Wild. Whither ſhoald I follow her ! 

Fiz. Into her Bed-chamber, Man. She went on 
purpoſe. You a Man of Gallantry, and nor underſtand 
that a Lady's beſt pleas'd when ſhe puts on her Airs, as 

ou call it. 


Wild. She talk'd to me of ri Modeſty, aud Stoff. 


Viz. 
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x. Certainly moſt Women magaify their Modeſty, 
for the ſame Reaſon that Cowards their Courage, ' 
becaofe they have leaſt ont. Come, come, Sir — 
when you make your next Aſſault, encourage. your 8 

with briſk Burgundy ; if you ſucceed, tis well.; i — 
you have à fair Exeaſe for Rudeneſs. . ll go in 
and make your Peace for 2 paſt. Oh! I had „ 
moſt forgot — Colonel Stondard wants. to — with yoo | 


about ſome Baſineſs. "Ya 


Wild. Pl wait vpop him preſently 3 ; Dye know where. 
he may be found ? 1 | 
Yi. In the Piazza of ConratiGenden about un Hour 
hence, I promis'd to ſee him, and there you may meet 
him; to have your Throat cut. ow ] n 80 in and 

istercede for dub. 
Mild. But no foul Play nk the Lady; nee (er. 
Viz. No fair Plays L can afſure „ 7 | F. 


SCENE, the: Street before Lady ELurewell's 
 Lodgings ; Clincher, Sen. and c 60. 
_ quetting in the Balcom. e . 


Enter mth rp | 422360 2 
Stand. How wear ir Reaſon in Difputes of Loren: 1 

have heard her Falſhood with fuck prefling Proofs, that 
I no longer ſhould diſttuſt it, | Vet (till my Love would 
baite Demonſtration, and make Impoffibilities ſcem pro- 
bable. [ Looks up.] Ha! that Fool roo! Whar! — 0 
low as that Animal Tis true, Women ones falldh; He 
Cowards in Deſpair, will ſtick at nothing; there's no 
Medium in their Actions. But nom fur my Revenge. 
Fil kick her Cully before her Face, call her a Whore, 


curſe the whole Sex, and ſo leave her. [Geer in. 
Lure well comes down with Clincher. The Scene | 
changer to a Dining Rem. 
10. O Lord, Sir, tis my Huſband : What will 
become of you ? 


Clin. Eh; your Huſband ! Oh, I ſhall be murdered : 
What fhall I do? where ſhall I run ? PII creep into an 
Oven; ll elimb up the Chimney ; Il fly; It ſwim : 
— with to the Lord, I were at the ay a 

Lure. Can't you think of any thing, Sir? 


Enter 
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Enter Tom Errand. , 
What PR you want, Sir? | ö 

Err. Madam, I am looking for. Sir Sabo Wi addin - 
I ſaw him come here this Morning ; and did Imagine 
he might be here ſtill. 


Lure. A lucky Hit! Here, Friend, change Cloaths 


Wich this Gentleman, quickly : 2 
Clin. Ay, ay, quickly ſtrip: I' 
Crown, come here: So. [ They change Cloaths.” 

Lure. Now flip you, 40 Clincher,) down Stairs, -and 
wait at the Door till my Huſband be gone; and get you 
in 2 {to the — till I call you. 

[ Puts Errand into the next Room. 
Enter Standard. 


| Oh; Sir! Are you come ? I wonder, Sir, how you have- 


the [Confidence to approach me, after ſo baſe a Trick. 
Stand. O, Madam ! all your Artifices won't prevail. 
Lure. Nay, Sir, your Artifices won't avail ; I thought, 
- Sir, that I gave you Caution enough againſt. troubling me 
with Sir Harry Wildair's Company, when I ſent his 
Letters back by you: Yet you, forſooth, muſt tell him 
where I lodg'd, and expoſe me again to his impertinent 
Courtſhip. 
Stand. I expoſe you to his Courtſhip! ! 
Lure. I'll lay my Life you'll deny it now: Come, 
come, Sir, a pitiful Lie is as ſcandalous to a Red-Coat, 
as an Oath to a Black. Did not Sir Harry himſelf tell 
me, that he found out by you where I lodg*d? _ 
Stand. You're all Lies: Firſt, your Heart is falſe, your 
Eyes are double; one Look belies another : And then 
your Tongue does contradict them all—-Madam, I fee 
a little Devil juſt now hammering out a Lie in your 
Pericranium. 
Lure. O' my Conſcience, he's in the right on't. [ Aſde.] 
Hold, Sir, you have got the Play-houſe Cant upon your 
. ; and think that Wit may privilege your Rail- 


: But I muſt tell you, Sir, that what is en upon: . 


the Stage, is ill Manners here. 
Stand. What is feign'd upon the Sage, is here 4 in 


Reality real Falſhood, Yes, yes, Madam — I expos' d. 
you to the Courtſhip of your Fool Clincher, too? I hope 


your Female Wiles will impoſe that upon 2 


give you Half a 


* 
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Lure. Clincher ! Nay, now you're ſtark mad. I know 
no ſuch Perſon. | 

Stand. O Woman in Perfection? not know him! 
'Slife, Madam, can my Eyes, my piercing jealous Eyes, 
be ſo deluded ? Nay, Madam, my Noſe cou'd not mi- 
ſtake him; for I ſmelt the Fop, by his Pulvilio, from 
the Balcony down to the Street. 29 : 

Lure. The Balcony ! Ha, ha, ha! the Balcony ! I'll 
be hang'd but he has miſtaken Sir Harry Mildair's Foot- 
man, with a new French Livery, for a Beau. IJ 

Stand. Sdeath, Madam, What is there in me that 
looks like a Cully ? Did not I ſee him? 

Lure. No, no; you could not ſee him: You're dream- 
ing Colonel: Will you believe your Eyes, now that 1 
have rubb'd them open ?—Here, you Friend. | 


Enter Errand iz Clincher's Chaths. 


Stand. This is Illuſion all; my Eyes conſpire againſt 
themſelves. *Tis Legerdemain. | 
Lure. Legerdemain ! is that all your acknowledg- 
ment for your rude Behaviour ?—Oh, what a Curſe is it 
to love as I do !—but don't preſume too far, Sir, on my 
Affection: For ſuch ungenerous Uſage will ſoon re-turn 
my tit'd Heart—Be gone, Sir, [zo the Porter] to your 

inpertinent Maſter, and tell him, I ſhall never be at- 
Leiture to receive any of his troubleſome Viſits—Send 
to me to know when I ſhou'd be at Home !—Be gone, 
Sir: I am ſure he has made me an unfortunate Wo- 
man, [ Weeps. 
Stand. Nay, then there is no Certainty in Nature ; 
and Truth is only Falſhood well diſguis'd. 
Lure. Sir, had not 1 own'd my fond fooliſh Paſſion, I 
ſnou'd not have been ſubje& to ſuch unjuſt Suſpicions; 
but 'tis an ungrateful Return. [ Weeping. 
Stand. Now where are all my firm Reſolves? 1 will 
believe her juſt, My Paſſion rais'd my Jealouſy ; then 

why mayn't Love be as blind in finding Faults, asin ex- - 
cuſing them ?—l hope, Madam, you'll pardon me, ſince 
jealouſy, that magnify'd my Suſpicion, is as much the- 
Effect of Love, as my Eaſineſs in being ſatisfy d. 
Lure. Eaſineſs in beirg ſatisfy d! You Men have got 
an inſolent Way of extcrting Pardon, by perſiſting in 
your 
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your Faults, No, no, Sir; - cheriſh your Suſpicions, 
and feed upon your Jealouſy : *Tis fit Meat for your 
fqueamiſh Stomach. | 


With Men all Women foould.this Rule purſue; 
Who thinks us falſe, ſhould never find us true. 


[Exit in a Rage, 


Enter C lincher in the Porter's Cloaths. 


Clin. Well! Intriguing is the prettieſt, pleaſanteſt 
thing for a Man of my Parts — How ſhall we laugh ac 
the Hutband when he is gone! —— How fillily he 
looks! He's in Labour of Horns already — To make 
a Colonel a Cuckold! *T will be rare News for the 
Alderman. ; Ala. 

Stand. All this Sir Harry has occaſion'd; but he's 
brave, and will afford me juſt Revenge — O! this is 
the Porter I ſent the Challenge by: — Well, Sir, have 
you found him: % 

. Chn. What the Devil does he mean now? | 
Stand. Have you given Sir Harry the Note, Fellow ? 
Clin.. The Note! What Note? | 

Stand. The Letter, Blockhead, which I ſent by you 

to Sir Harry Wildair ; Have you feen him? 

Cha. O Lord! what ſhall I fay now? Seen him! 

Yes, Sir !.—-No, Sir !—-I have, Sir; I have not, Sir. 
Stand. The Fellow's mad. Anſwer me directly, Sir- 

xen, r PI break your Head. 

Ch. I know Sir Harry very well, Sir; but as to the 

Note, I can't remember a Word on't: Truth is, 1 have 

a very bad Memory. 

Stand. O Sir, I'll quicken your Memory. [/rikes him. 

Clin. Zauns, Sir, hold did give him the Note. 

Stand. And what Anſwer ? 

Clin. I mean, Sir, I did not give him the Note. 

Stand. What, d'ye banter, Raſcal ! | frites him again. 
- Clin, Hold, Sir, hold; he did ſend an Anſwer. 
Stand. What was't, Villain ? 

Clin. Why truly, Sir, I have forgot it: I told you that 
I had a very treacherous Memory. | | 

Stand. I'll engage you ſhall remember me this Month, 
Raſcal. | [ Beats him off, and Exit. 

Enter 
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Enter Lurewell, Parly, and Clincher. 

Lure. O my poor Gentleman! And was it beaten ? 

Clin. Yes, I have been beaten : : But where's my 
Cloaths, my Cloaths ? 

Lure. What, you won't leave me ſo ſoon, my Dear, 
will ye ? 

Cl. Will ye? If ever I peep into a Colonel's Tent 
again, may I be forced to run the Gauntlet: — But my 
Cloaths, Madam. 

Lure. I ſent the Porter down Stairs with them : Did 
not you meet him? | | 

Clia. Meet him! No, not I. | 
Parl. No? He went out at the Back-door, and is run 
clear away, I'm afraid. 

Cliu. Gone, ſay you! And with my Cloaths? My 
Fine Jubilee Clouts ? O, the Rogue, the Thief! — 
1'il have him hang'd for Murder —But how ſhall I get 
home in this Pickle? 

Parl. Im afraid, Sir, the Colonel will be back pre- 
ſently ; ; for he dines at home, 

Clin. Oh, then I muſt ſneak off! Was ever ſo anfor- 
tunate a Beau, to have his Coat well thraſh'd, and loſe 
his Coat alſo, Exit. 

Parl. Methinks, Madam, the Iajuries yon have ſuf- 
fered by Men mult be very great, to raiſe ſuch heavy 
Reſentments againſt the wh ole Sex: And I think, Ma- 
dam, your Anger ſhou'd be only confin'd to the Author 
of your Wrongs. 

Lare. The Author! Alas, I know him not, which 
makes my Wrongs the greater. 

Parl. Not know him! *Tis odd, Malam, that a Man 
ſhou'd rob you of that ſame Jewel you mention'd, and 
you not know him. 

Lure. Leave trifling. —*Tis a Subject that always 
fours my Temper ; but ſince by thy faithful Service I 
have ſome Reaſon to confide in your Secreſy, hear the 
ſtrange Relation—Some twelve, twelve Years ago liv'd 
at my Father's Houſe in Oxford/arre, bleſt with Inno- 


cence, the ornamental, but weak Guard of blooming 


Beauty: I was then juſt Fifteen, an Age oft fatal to the 
female Sex. Then it happen'd, that three young Gen- 
tlemen from the Univerſity coming into the Country, 

and 
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and being benighted, and Strangers, call'd at my, Fa- 
ther's : He was very glad of their Company, and offer. 
ed them the Entertainment of his Houſe. Two of them 
had a heavy, pedantick, Univerfity Air, a fort of diſ- 

ble ſcholaſtick Booriſhneſs in their Behaviour : 

But the Third ! 

Parl. Ay! the Third, Madam,—the Third * all 

Things, oy ſay, is very critical, - 

Lure. He was—but in ſhort, Nature cut him out foo 
my Undoing ;—he ſeem'd to be about Eighteen. 

Part. A i Match for your Fifteen as pe be. 

Lure, He had a genteel Sweetneſs in his Face, a grace- 
ful Comelineſs in his Perſon, and his Tongue was fit to 
ſooth ſoft Innocence to Ruin: His Diſcourſe was direct. 
ed to my Father, but his Looks to me. After Supper 
F went to my Chamber, and read Caſſandra, then went 
to Bed, and dreamt of him all Night; roſe in the 
Morning, and made Verſes; fo fell deſperately in 
Love—my Father was ſo pleas'd with his Converſation, 
that he begg'd their Company next Day; Whey conſent- 

ed, and next Night, Parly— 

Parl. Ay, next Night, Madam, — next Night 
(1 m afraid) was a Night, indeed. 

Lure. He brib'd my Maid, with h's Gold, out of her 
Honeſty ; and me, with his Rhetorick, out of my Ho- 
nour—ſhe admitted him to my Chamber, and there he 
vow'd, and ſwore, and wept, and figh'd—and conquer'd. 

3 

Parl. Alack a-day, poor Fifteen ! Weeps. 

Lure. He ſwore that he wou'd come down from Ox- 
ford in a Fortnight, and marry me. 

Parl. The old Bait ! The old Bait—I was cheated 
juſt ſo myſelf, [#6 ] But had not you the Wit to know 
his Name all this While ? 

Lure. Alas! What Wit had Innocence like mine ? He 
told me that he was under an Obligation to his Compa- 
nions of concealing himſelf then, but that he wou'd write 
to me in two Days, and let me know his Name and Qua- 
hty. After all the binding Oaths of Conſtancy, j join 
Hands, exchanging Hearts, I gave him a Ring, with 
this Motto, Lowe and Honour; then we parted ; but I 
never ſaw the dear Deceiver more. . 

Park. 
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Parl. No, nor never will, I warrant ou. 
Lure. I need not tell my Griefs, which my Father's 
Death made a fair Pretence for; he left me ſole Heir- 
eſs and Executrix to three thouſand Pounds a Year; at 
laſt my Love for this fingle Diſſembler, turn'd to a Ha- 
tred of the whole Sex, and reſolving to divert my Me- 
lancholy, and make my large Fortune ſubſervient to my 
Pleaſure and Revenge, I went to travel, where, in moſt 
Courts of Europe, I-have done ſome Execution: Here 
will play my aſt Scene; then retire to my Country- 
Houle, live lolitery, and die a Penitent. | 
Parl. But don't you ſtill love this dear Diſſembler? 

Lure. Moſt certainly : *Tis Love of him that keeps 
my Anger warm. Go, det me Pen and Ink; I muſt 
write to Vixard. 


Fortune, this once aſſiſt me, as before, 
Two ſuch Machines can never work in vain, 


As thy propitious Wheel, and my projecting Brain. 


ACT 
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A C T 1. 
SCENE, Covent- Garden. 
Wildair and Standard meeting. 

STANDARD. _ 

1 "Thought, Sir Harry, to have met you e're this in a 

1 more convenient Place; but fince my Wrongs were 

without Ceremony, my Revenge ſhall be ſo too. Draw, 

Sir. | 

Wild. Draw, Sir! What ſhall I draw? | 

Stand. Come, come, Sir; Like your facetious Hu- 
mour well enough: It ſhews Courage and Unconcern': 
I know you brave; and therefore uſe you thus. Draw 
your Sword, | 1 8 * 

Wild. Nay, to ua on, Iwill draw: But the Devil 
take me if I-fight-—Perhaps, Cdlonel, this is the pret- 
tieſt Blade you have ſeen. 

Strand. I doubt not but the Arm is good; and there- 

fore think both worth my Reſentment. Come, Sir. 
Vila. But, prithee Colonel, doſt think that I am ſuch 
a Madman as to ſend my Soul to the Devil, and my Bo- 
dy to the Worms, upon every Fool's Errand ? 

Stand. I hope you're no Coward, Sir. 

Wild. Coward,'Sir; 1 have eight Thouſand Pounds a 
Year, Sir. 5 

Stand. You fought in Flanders, to my Knowledge. 

Wild. Ay, for the fame Reaſon that I wore a Red- 
Coat,” becauſe *twas faſhionable. * 

Stand. Sir, you fought a French Count in Paris. 

Wild. True, Sir: He was a Beau, like myſelf: Now 

ou're a Soldier, Colonel, and Fighting's your Trade; 
and I think it downright Madneſs to contend with any 
Man in his Profeſſion. 

Stand. Come, Sir, no more dallying : I ſhall take very 
unſeemly Methods if you don't ſhew your ſelf a Gentle- 
man. | 

Hild. A Gentleman! Why there again now. A Gen- 
tleman ! I tell you once more, Colonel, that I am a Ba- 
ronet, and have eight Thouſand Pounds a Year. I can 

dance, 


* 
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dance, ſing, ride, fence, underſtand the Languages. Now 
] can't conceive how running you through the Body 
ſhou'd contribute one. Jot more to my Gentility. But 
pray, Colonel, I had forgot to alc you, What's the 
Quarrel ? 

Staud. A Woman, Sir. | 

Wild. Then I put up my Sword. Take her. 

Stand, Sir, my Honour's concern'd. 2 

Mild. Nay, it your Honour be cancern'd with a Wo- 
man, get it out of her Hands as ſaon as you can. Af 
honourable Lover is the greateſt Slave in Nature ; ſome 
will lay, the greateſt Fool. Come, come, Colonel, this 
is ſomething about the Lady Larewe!l, I warrant ; I can - 
give you Satisfaction in that Affair. 

Stand. Do ſo then immediately. 

Wild. Put up your Sword firſt: You know I dare fight, 
but I had much rather make you a Friend than an Ene- 
my. I can aſſure you this Lady will prove too hard for 
one of your Temper, You have too much Honour, too 
much in Conſcience, to be a Favourite with the Ladies. 

Stand. I am aſſur' d, Sir, ſhe never gave you any En- 
couragemen: | 

iid. A Man can never hear Reaſon with a Sword in 
his Hand, Sheath: your Weapon; and then if I don't 
ſatisfy you, ſheath it in my Body. 

Stand. Give me but Demonſtration of her granting 
you any Favour, and ?tis | 

Wild. Will you take my Word? 1 

Stand. Pardon me, Sir, I cannot. ** 

Mild. Will you believe your own Eyes 
Stand. Tis ten to one whether I ſhall or no: They 
have deceiv'd me already. FEY 
Mild. That's hard—But ſome Means I ſhall deviſe for 
your Satisfaction We muſt fly this Place, elſe that 
Cluiter of Mob will overwhelm us. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Mob, Tim Errand' Wife hurrying in Clincher 
| Senior in Errand*s Cloaths. 
N. O, the Villain, the Rogue, he has murder'd my 
Huſband ; Ah, my poor Timothy. [ Crying. 
Clin. Dem your Timothy :—=Your Huſband has mur- 
der'd me, Woman: For he has carry'd away my fine 
Jubilee Cloaths, 


Emer 
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Eater Conſtable. 
- Cont Hold, Nei ghbours, I command the Peace, : 
—= O! Mr. Conſtable, here's a Rogue that has 
er'd my Huſband, and robb'd him of his Cloaths. 

Conft. Murder and Robbery ! Then he muſt be a Gen- 
tleman. Hands off there, he muſt not- be abus'd— 
Give an Account of your ſelf : Are you a Gentleman ? 

Clin. No, Sir, I am a Beau. 
Coat. Then you have kill'd no Body, I'm perſuaded, 
How came you by theſe Cloaths, Sir ? 

Clia. You muſt know, Sir, that walking along, Sir, 
J don't know how, Sir; I can't tell where, Sir; and 
ſo the Porter and I chang'd Cloaths, Sir. 

Conſt. Very well, the Man ſpeaks Reaſon, and like 
: a Gentleman. 
Wife. But, pray Mr. Conſtable, aſc him how he 
chang'd Cloaths with him. 
Con. Silence, Woman, and don't diſturb the Court, 
— Well, — how did you change Cloaths ? 

. Clin. Sir, he pull'd off my Coat, and I drew 
off his ; ; fo 5 put on his Coat, and he put on mine. 

Conft. Why Neighbours, I don't find that he's guilty: 
Search him ; and 1 if he carries no Arms about him, we'll 
Jet him go. (7 hey ſearch his Pockets, and pull out his Piſtols, 

Clin. O Gemini ! My Jubilee Piſtols. 
; Conft. What, a Caſe of Piſtols? Then the Cafe is 
plain. Speak, what are you, Sir ? Whence come you, 
and whither go you? 

Clin. Sir, I came from Ruſſel. eee, and am going to 
the Jubilee. 

Wife. You ſhall go to the Gallows, you Rogue. 
Con. Away with him, away with him to Newgave 

Arait. 
Clin. I ſhall go to the Jubilee now, indeed. [ Exeunt. 


Re-enter Wildair and Standard, 


Wild. In ſhort, Colonel, tis all * rf. fight for 
a Woman! Hard by is the Lady's Houſe; if you pleaſe, 
we'll wait on her together: You ſhall draw your Sword ; 
III draw my Snuft-box : You ſhall produce yourWounds 
receiv'd in War; I'll relate mine by Cupid's Dart :— 
You ſhall look big; PlI ogle :-You ſhalt ſwear ; Il 


ſigh :—You ſhall / /a, and I'll conge And if the flies 
not 


and Falſhood. 


— 
* 
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t to my Arms, like a Hawk to its Perch, my Dancin 
Maſter LE” to be damn'd * « ow 

Stand. With the Generality of Women, I grant you, 
theſe Arts may prevail. pt e PI 
_ Wild. 4 of Women ! Why there again, you're 
out. They're all alike, | Sir; I never heard of any one 


that was particular, but one. : 
Stand; Who was ſhe praß 77; 
Wild. Penelope, I think ſhe's call'd ; and that's a Po- 
etical Story, too. When will you find a Poet in our 
Age make a Woman ſo chaſte 1 
Stand; Well, Sir Harry, your fadetious Humour ean 
diſguiſe Falſhood, and make Calumny paſs. for Satire.: 
But you have promis'd me ocular Demonſtration that 
the. favours you: Make that good, and I ſhall the 
maintain Faith and Female to be as inconſiſtent as Tru 


Wild. Nay, by what you have told me, I am ſatisfy'a 
ſhe impoſes on us all: And Yizard, too, ſeems what I 
{till ſuſpeted him :—But will you be convinc'd if our 
Plot ſacceeds? ? | 358. 6 

Stand. I rely on your Word and Honour, Sir Harry: 
which, if I doubted, my Diſtraſt would cancel the Ob- 
I1gation of their Security. w_ Wn”. 

Wild. Then meet me half an Hour henee at che 
Rummer : You muſt oblige me, by taking/a heart Glaſs 
with me toward the fitting me out for à certain Project, 
which this Night I undertake. | „ I 44% brat ib 
5 4 [ gueſs by the Preparation, that Woman's the 

cengn, 0 SET. 7 3K 

Wild Yes, Faith, —I am taken dangerouſly ill with td 
fooliſh Maladies, Modeſty and: Love; the firſt III cure 
with Burgunzy, and my Love, by a Night's Lodging 
with the Damſel. A ſure Remedy. Pb . | 

Stand. I'll certainly meet you, Sir. [Exeunt ſeverdlly. 

Enter Clincher Junior and Dicky. | 

Clin. Ah !. Dicky, this London is a ſad Place: a fad 
vicious Place : I wiſh that I were in the Country again: 
And this Brother of mine! I'm ſorry he's i@ . 
Rake. : I had rather ſee him 1 than ſee him t * 
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Dick. Ah! Sir, he'll ſpend his whole Eftate at this 
ſame Jubilee. Who @'ye think lives at this ſame 7z- - 
Gilee ? | 
- *Cln. Who, pray? | P 

Dick. The Pope. 

' Clin, The Devil he does! My Brother go to the 
Place where the Pope dwells! He's bewitch'd, fure. 


Enter Tim Errand in Clincher Senior's Chaths. 7 


Discl. Indeed 1 believe he 1 1s, for he's e al- 
esd 
Clin. 'Alter'd ! Why he looks like a Jeſuit already. 
Err. This Lace will fell. What a Blockhead Was 
the Fellow to truſt me with his Coat! If I can get 
eroſs the Garden, down to the Water-fide, I'm cn 
ſecure. 12 Aa. 
Cha. Brother —Alaw! O Gemini / Are you my 
Brother ? | 
Dick. I ſeize you in the King? s Name, Sir. 
Err. O Lord, ſhou'd this prove ſome Parliament- 
Man, now ! 
Clin. Speak, you Rogue, What are ou? 
Err. A poor Porter, Sir, and going of an Errand 
Dick. What Errand ? Speak, you Rogue. 
Err. A Fool's Errand, I'm afraid. 
Clin. Who ſent you ? 
Err. A Beau, Sir. 
Dick. No, no, the Rogue has murder'd your Brother, 
and ftript him of his Cloaths. 
Cu. Murder'd my Brother! O Crimin:! O my poor 
33 Brother Stay, by Jupiter Ammon, I'm 
err, tho“: Speak, Sirrah, Have you kill'd him? Con- 
feſs that you have kill'd him, and I'll give you Half 
a Crown. 
Err. Who I, Sir? Alack-a-day, Sir, I never kill'd 
any Man, but a Carrier's Horſe once. 
Clin. Then you ſhall certainly be hang'd. But con- 
feſs that you kill I'd him, and we'll let 0. 
Err. Telling the Truth hangs a 0 ut confeſſing 
a Lie can do no harm; beſides, if the worſt comes to 
the worſt, I can but deny it again.— Well, Sir, ſince ! 
muſt tell you, I did kill him, 2 
Ms 


ee ee RE ITY 
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Clin. Here's your Money, 8ir,—But are you ſure you 
kill'd him dead? 

Err. Sir, I'll ſwear it before any ge in England. 

Dick. But are you ſure that he's ff us in Law ? - 

Err. Dead in Law! I can't tell whether he be Dead _ 
in Law But he's as dead as a Door-Nail; for I gave 
him ſeven Knocks on the Head with a Hammer. wy | 

Dick. Then you have the Eſtate by the Statute. Apy 
Man that's knock'd o'th' Head is Dead in Law. 

Clin. But are you Tore he was Compos Mentis when he 


was kill'd ? + 
Err. 1 — he was, Sir, for he told me nothing 


to the contrary aftorw 
Clin. Hey !—then 1 5 to the Jabile—strip. Sir, 
ſtrip. By 5 Jupiter Ammon, ſtrip. | 


Dick. Ah! Don't ſwear, Sir. | 
[ Puts on his Brother”s Cloaths. 


Clin. Swear, Sir; Zoons, han't I got the Eſtate, Sir ? 
Come, Sir, now I'm in Mourning for my Brother. 
Err. I hope you'll let me go, now, Sir, —— 

Clin. Yes, yes, Sir, but you muſt firſt do me — 
Favour to ſwear poſitively belare ore a Magiſtrate, that 
kill'd him dead, that I may enter upon the Eſtate mich- 
out any Trouble. By Jupiter 2 all my Religion's 


gone, ſince I put on theſe fine 6. call me 
Coach ſomebody. 
Err. Ay, Maſter ; let me go, and a I'll call one imme- 
diately. 


Clin. No, no, Dicky, carry this Spark before. a iJu-- 
ſtice, and when he has made Oath, - you niay diſcharge 
him. And Ill go ſee Angelica. {[Exeunt Dick a 
Errand.] Now that I'm an elder Brother, Pl court, 
and ſwear, and rant, and rake;- and 80 to the Naive 
with the beſt of them, | "Ow 
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: „SCE N E, Lurewell's Houſe. , 


Fuer Lurewell and Parly. 


Lure. Are you fare that Vir had my Letter ? 5 

Parl. Ves, yes, Madam, one of your Ladyſhip's Foot- 
men gave it to him in the Part, und be told the Bearer, 
with all Tranſports of Joy, that he would be Fun 
to a Minute. 

Lure. Thus moſt Villains, e Time or other, are 
punctual to their Ruin; and Hypocriſy, by impoſing 
on the World, at laſt deceives elf, Are all Things 
prepar'd for his Reception 

Parl. Exactly to your Ladyſhip” s Order, the Alder. 
man too is juſt come, dreſs'd and cook'd op for Ini- 

uiry. 
4 Lure, Then he has got Woman's Cloachs on. 

Parl. Yes, Madam, and has paſs'd upon the Family 
for your Nurſe. - 

Ie. Convey him into that Cloſet, and ut oat the 
Candles, and tell him, 11 wait on him prefenitly. 
ILA. Parly goes to put out tht Candle, fomtbody knocks. 

Lare. This muſt be Sir * 2 ; tell bim P A be 
poke wien. 

Par. Sir, my Lady is not to be ſpoke (view) - 

d. I muſt have that from her on — Mrs. 
Parh. | Enter fin ging. 

Lure. Tis tod early for Serenading, Sir Harry. 

n Whereſoever Love is, there Muſick is 

Love: But, Sir Harry, what Tomreſt drives you: here 
at this Hour? 

974.” No Tempeſt, Madam, bee un abr wencher 8 
ever entic'd a Citizen's Wiſe to cuckold her Huſband in 
Freſh Air. Love, Madam. 

[Wildair taking her by the Hand. 

Lure. As pure and white as Angels ſeft Deſires. Is't 
not ſo ? | 

Wild. Fierce, as when ripe conſenting Beauty fires. 

Lure. If this be a Love Token, your Miſtreſs's Fa- 


TH hang very looſe abodt you, Sir. 


(Wildair drops a Ring, ſve takes — * 
id 
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Mild. 1 ean't juſtly, Madam, pay your Frauble of 
taking it up by any Thing, but defiring you to wear it. 

Lure. You Gentlemen have the cunningeſt Ways of 
playing the Fool. Speak ſeriouſly, am I beholden to 
Chance or Deſign for this Ring? 

Wild. To Dehgn, upon my Honour, and: Ip wy 
Deſign will ſacceed, ; Lat. 

Lure. Shall I be free with you, Sir Harry? 

Mild. With all my Heart, Madam, ſo 1 may be free 
with you. 

Lure. Then olainly, Sir, I ſhall beg the Favour to ſee 
you ſome other Time, for at this very m L' have 
* Lovers in the Houſe. _ 

ld. Then to be as plain, I muſt be gone this Mi- 


= for I muſt ſee another Miſtreſs within theſe two 
Hours. 


Lure. Frank and free. 

Wild. As you with me—Madam, your moſt humble 
Servant. - FExit. 

Lure. Nothing can diſturb his e Now for 
my Merchant and Vixard. Parly, do as I bad t; 


Exit, and takes the Candle-wwith her. 


Eeler Parly, leading in Smuggler, dieſ#d in N.. $ 
Cloaths. 


Parl. This Way, Mr. Alderman. 

Smug. Well, Mrs. Parly, -I'm oblig'd to you fur 
this Trouble; here are 4 Couple of Shillings for you. 
Times are hard, very hard, indeed, but next Time Vl 
deal a Pair of Silk Stockings from my Wife, and. bring 
them to you. 

Parl. Here, Sir, get into this Cloſet, and my Lady 
will wait on yow-preſently. 


[ Puts him into the Cloſets runs uf, and returns we 
Vizard, 


Viz. Where would'ſt thou lead me, my dear anſpicious 
little Pilot ? 


Parl. You're almoſt in Port, Sir; my Lady' s in the 
3 and will come out to you immediately. 


Let me thank thee as I ought, [ Kiſſes ber. 

Poe P'ſhaw: Who has bird o me beſt, a Couple of 
1 or a Couple of 9 2] 1: 21] Lu 
Viz. 
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Viz. Propitious Darkneſs guides the Lover's Steps; 
and Night, that ſhadows outward Senſe, lights up our 
inward Joy. | | 

Smug. [Peeping aut of the Claſet.] Bleſs me! What 
Voice is this ? ' | 
Vix. The Pleaſure of Hypocriſy, like a chain'd Lion 
once broke looſe, wildly indulges its new Freedom, 


ranging 7210 all unbounded Joys. 
Smug. My. Nephew's Voice! and certainly poſſeſs'd 


with an Evil Spirit; he talks as profanely, as an Actor 
poſſeſs'd with a Poet. 
Viz. Ha! I hear a Voice, Madam—my Life, my 
Happineſs, where are you, Madam ? 
Smug. Madam! He takes me for a Woman, too; I'II 
try him. Where have you left your Sanctity, Mr. Ji. 


zard f 
Vix. Talk no more of that ungrateful Subjet—T left 


it where it has only Buſineſs, with Day-light, 'tis need- 
leſs to wear a Maſt in the Dark. 
Smug. Well, dir, but I ſuppoſe your Diſſimulation 
has ſome other Motive beſides Pleaſure. . 

Viz. Ves, Madam; the honeſteſt Motive in the 
World, Intereſt. You muſt know, Madam, that I have 
an old Uncle, Alderman Smuggler; you have ſeen him, 


1 ſuppoſe. 
Smug. Yes, yes, I have ſome ſmall Acquaintance 


with him. | 
Viz. Tis the moſt knaviſh, preciſe, covetous old 


Rogue, that ever died of a Gout. 
1 Ah! the young Son of a Whore, Well, Sir, 


and what of him ? | 

Viz. Hell hungers not more for wretched Souls, than 
he for ill-got Pelf—And yet (what's wonderful) he that 
would ſtick at no profitable Villainy himſelf, loves Ho- 
lineſs in another—He prays all Sunday for the Sins of 
the Week paſt—He ſpends all Dinner-time in two tedi- 
ous Graces, and what he deſigns a Bleſſing to the Meat, 
proves a Curſe to his Family—He's the moſt— 

Smug. Well, well, Sir, 1 know him very well. 

Viz. Then, Madam, he has a ſwinging Eſtate, which 
I deſign to purchaſe as a Saint, and ſpend like a Gentle- 


man. He got it by Cheating, and ſhould loſe it by De- 
8 ceit, 


Dich of Coffee, and a Pipe o 
ſeven Years Maintenance, and ſhall pay me' by ſeven 
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ceit, by the Pretence of my Zeal and Sobriety, III co- 
zen the old Miſer one of theſe Days out of a Settlement, 
_ Deed of Conveyance— 
mug. It ſhall be a Deed to convey you to the Gal- 
1233 then, you young Dog. [ A/ide. 
Viz. And no ſooner he's dead, but VII rattle over his 
Grave with a Coach and Six, to inform his covetous 
Ghoft how genteely I ſpend his Money. 
Smug. I'll prevent you, Boy; for Pl! have my Money 
bury's with me. IA. 
Vix. Bleſs me, Madam, here's a Light coming this 
Way, I muſt fly immediately. When ſhall I * you, 
Madam ? | 
Smug. Sooner than you expect, my Dots, | 
Viz. Pardon me, dear Madam, I wou'd not be. Gen 
for the World. I wou'd ſooner forfeit = mY Nay; 
my Pleaſure, than my Reputation. : FExini 
Smug. Reputation! Reputation! that — Woldaat 
ſers a great dea Well! thou art the moſt accompliſh'd 
Hypocrite that ever made a grove plodding Face over a 
Tobacco ; he owes me for 


Years Impriſonment: And when I die, P1l leave him 
to the Fee. ſimple of a Rope and a Ts Lit. 


N 


F 
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r 
SCENE, Lady Darling's Honſe. 
Darling and Angelica, 


DARLING. 


D. ſince you have to deal with a Man of ſa 
peculiar a Temper, yon muſt not think] the ge- 
petal Arts of Love can ſecure him; you may there- 
' fore allow fuch a Courtier ſome Encouragement extra- 
ordinary, without Reproach to your Modeſtyj. 
Angel. I am fenfible, Madam, that a formal Nicety 
makes our Modeſty fit aukward, and appears rather a 
Chain to enſlave, than a Bracelet to adorn us It ſhou'd 
ſhew, when unmoleſted, eaſy and innocent as a Dore; 
but ſtrong and vigorous as a.Faulcon, when aſſaulted. 

Darl. I'm aftaid, Daughter, you miſt ale Sir Harry's 
Gaiety for Diſnonour. | Fe | 
Angel. Though Modeſty, Madam, may wink, it muſt 
not ſleep, when powerful Enemies are Abroad—I myſt 
confeſs, that of all Men's, J would not fee Sir Harry 
Mildair's Faults. 

Darl. You muſt certainly be miſtaken, Angelica ; for 
Fm ſatisfy'd Sir Harry's Deſigns are only io court and 
marry vou. | 

Angel, His Pretence, perhaps, was ſuch ; but Wo- 
men row, like Enemies, are attacked; whether by 
'Freachery, on fairly conquet d, the Glory of Triumph 
is the ſame— Pray, Madam, by what Means were you 
made acquainted with his Defigns? 2 

Darl. Means, Child! why my Gouſin Vieard, who, 
I'm ſure, is your ſincere Friend, ſent him. He brought 
me this Letter from my Coufin— wy | 

[ Gives her the Letter, which ſhe opens. 

Angel. Ha! Vizard! then I'm abus'd in Earneſt 
Wou'd S'r Harry, by his Inſtigation, fix a baſe Affront 
upon me? No, I can't ſ:ſpe& him of ſo ungenteel a 
Crime —— This Letter ſhall trace the e 
1 ER ; ! 


© 4 Trip.ta the Ju. 57 


My Sufpicinge; rſt much clear d, and I hope 
to ſatisfy your n y Management, when next 
I ſee Sir Hauch. 


k — 8 

Serv. Madam, here's a Gentleman below calls hin- 
ſelf Wildair. 

Darl. Conduct him up. Daughter, I, won't doubt 


your Diſcretion. [Bai Neg 


£3117 09 ue Wildair, 


Mn. the Deligheß of Love wy Miete 15 
Madam, I ave roaſted) your Ladyſhip in fifteen Bumpers 
he ane fwallow'd Cupid: like Loches to OF 
Glais Ah - 

Angel. Aa then, Sir ? hos 

7 1 Why then, Madam, the Wine bis OT. my 
Head, and” the Cupid: into my Heart, Y: nleſs by 
quenching uick my Flame, you kindly eaſe the Smart, 
I'm a loft] an, Madam. 

Angel. Drunkenneſs, Sir Harry, is the worſt Pretence 

a Gentleman can make for Rudeneſs : For the Excuſe 
1: as ſcandalous as the Fault: Therefore pray conſider 
who yon are ſo free with, Sir; and know that 1 can call 
Half a Dozen Footmen upon Occaſion. © | 

Vild. Nay, Madam, if you have a Mind to toſs me 
in a Blanket, Half a Dozen Chambermaids would do 
better Service, Come, come, Madam, though the 
Wine makes me liſp, yet it has taught me to ſpeak 
plainer. By all the Duſt of my ancient Progenitors, 
J muſt this Night quarter 'my Coat of Arms with 
yours, 

Angel. Nay, then, who waits there ? [ Enter Foctmen.] 
Take hold of that Madman, and bind him. 

Wild. Nay, then, Purgungy's the Word, and Slau 
ter will enſue. Hold, do you know, Scoundrels, that 
I have been drinking viftorious Burgundy * [Draws. 

Servants. know you're drunk, Sir. 

Wild. Then how have you the Impudence, Raſcals, 
to aſſault a Gentleman with a Couple of Flaſks of Cou- 
rage iu his Head? | 

Servants, Sir, we muſt do as our young Miſtreſs 
commands us, 


C 5 W 
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© Wild. Nay, then, have among you, . 

* [Throws Money among them : They ſcramble and 
take it up : He pr them out, ſhuts the Door, 
and returns. 


Raſcals, Poltroons——T have charm'd the Dragon, and 
now the Fruit's my own. n 
Angel. O, the mercenary Wretches! This was a Plot 
to betray me. nme : 
- Wild. I have put the whole Army to Flight: And 
now take the General Priſoner. [Laying hold on her. 
Angel. I conjure you, Sir, by the ſacred Name of 
Honour, by your dead Pather's Name, and the fair 
Reputation of your Mother's Chaſtity, that you offer 
not the leaſt Offence. —Already you've wrong'd me paſt 


Redreſs. | 
Hild. Thou art the moſt unaccountable Creature. 


Angel. What Madneſs, Sir Harry, what wild Dream 
of looſe Deſire, could prompt you to attempt this 
Baſeneſs? View me well. — The Brightneſs of my Mind, 
methinks, . ſhould lighten outwards, and let you ſee 
your Miſtake in my Behaviour. | 

Wild. | mimicking.) Tal ti dum, ti dum, tal ti didi, 
didum. A Million to One now, but this Girl is juſt 
come flaſh from reading the Rival Queens —I'gad, I'II 
at her in her own Cant—O my Statira, O my angry 
Deer, turn thy Eyes on me; Behold thy Beau in Bul- 

ins. | 
Angel. Behold me, Sir; View me with a ſober 
Thought, free from thoſe Fumes of Wine that throw a 
Miſt before your Sight, and you ſhall find, that every 
Glance from my reproaching Eyes is armed with ſhar 
Reſentment, and with a virtuous Pride that looks Dil- 
honour dead. 

Wild. This is the firſt Whore in Heroicks that I have 
met with. [4/de.] Look ye, Madam, as to that ſlen- 
der Particular of your Virtue, we ſhan't quarrel about 
it; you may be as virtuous as any Woman in England, if 
you pleaſe; you may ſay your Prayers all the Time— 
But pray, Madam, be pleaſed to conſider what is this 
ſame Virtue that you make ſuch a mighty Noiſe about ? 
Can your Virtue keep you a Coach and Six? No, no: 


Your virtuous Women walk a-foot—Can your von 
ake 
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Rake for you at Piquet? No. Then what Buſineſs' has 
a Woman with Virtue Come, come, Madam, I offer'd 


you fifty Guineas— There's a hundred— The Devil! 


irtuous ſtill ! Why, 'tis a hundred, five Score, a hun- 
dred Guineas. 42 > 

Angel. O 1 Were I a Man you durſt 
not uſe me thus; but the mean, poor Abuſe you throw 
on me, reflects upon yourſelf : Our Sex ſtill ſtrikes an 
Awe upon the Brave, and only Cowards dare affront a 
Woman. OCONEE GT er | 

Wild. Aﬀront! *Sdeath, Madam, a hundred Guineas 
will ſet you up at Baſſet; a hundred Guineas will fur- 
niſh out your odgings with China ; a hundred Guineas 
will give you an Air of Quality; a hundred Guineas 
will buy you a rich Eſerutoire for your Billet-doux. 
A hundred Guineas will buy a hundred fine Things, 
and fine Things are for fine Ladies; and fine Ladies 
are for fine Gentlemen; and fine Gentlemen are—Pgad 
this Burgundy makes a Man ſpeak like an Angel— 
Come, come, Madam, take it, and put it to what Uſe 


you pleaſe. | = | | 
Angel. Plluſe it, as I would the baſe unworthy Giver, 
thus. [Throws down the Purſe, and lamps apm it. 


Wild. I have no Mind to meddle in State Affairs; 
but theſe Women will make me a Parliament-Man, 
{pight of my Teeth, on Purpoſe to bring in a Bill 
againſt their Extortion. She tramples under Foot that 
Deity which all the World adores.—O the blooming . 
Pride of beautiſul Eighteen ! P*ſhaw, Pl talk to her 
no longer, I'll make my Market with the old Gentle- 
woman, ſhe knows Bufineſs better. Goes to the Door. 
Here you, Friend, pray defire the old Lady to walk 
eee by Gad, Madam, I'll tell your Mo- 
ther. 


Enter Darling. 
Darl. Well, Sir Harry, and how d'ye like my Daugh- 
ter, pray ? IEG | 
Wild. Like her, Madam !—Harkee, will you take it? 
Why, Faith, Madam !—Take the Money, I ſay, or 
I'gad, all's out. 9 82 
Angel. All ſhall out; Sir, you're a Scandal to the 
Name of a Gentleman, . 
C 6 | Wild. 
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Wild. With all my Heart, Madam— In ſhort, Ma- 
dam, your Daughter has us'd me ſomewbat too fa- 
miliarly, tho? I have treated her like a Woman of 
Qualuy. 

Darl. How, Sir? 

— Why, Madam, I have offer'd her a hundred 


| Darl. A el Guineas! Up on what Score ? 

_ Wild. Upon what Score Lead, Lord, how theſe old 
Women love to hear Baudy! Why Faith, Madam, I 
have ne'er a double, Entendre ready at preſent ; but 1 
ſuppoſe you know upon what Score. 

-Darl. Sir, I don't underſtand you. 

ill. Ay, ſhe will have it in plain Terms; then, 
Madam, in — Engliſh, 1 offer'd your us. "ry 
2 hundred Guineas to 

Angel. Hold, Sir, ſtop your abuſi ve Tongue, too 
looſe Lr model Ears to bear. Madam, I did before 
\.ſpe&t that his Deſigns were baſe, now they're too 
ada ; ; this Knight, this mighty Man of Wit and Hu- 
mour, is made a Tool to a Knave; Y;zard has ſent 
him of a Bully's Errand, to affront a Woman; but I 
{corn the Abuſe, and him that offer'd it. 

Darl. How, Sit, come to afront us! D' ye know 

who weare, Sir? 

Wild. Know who you are! Why y your Daughter 
0 re is Mr. Fizard's Couſin, I ſuppoſe ;—and for you, 
Madam—now to call her Procureſs, a la mide France. 
14 J'eſtime witre Occupation. 
Darl. Pray, Sir, ſpeak Engliſh. 

771d. Then to define her Office, a la mode Londres ! 
Aide. ] I ſuppoſe your Ladyſkip to be one of thoſe civil, 
obliging, diſcreet old Gentlewomen, who keep their 
Viſiting Days for the Entertainment of their preſenting 
Friends, whom they treat with Imperial Tea, a private 
Room, , and a Pack of Cards. Now I ſuppoſe you un- 
derſtand me. 

Darl. This is beyond Sufferance ; ; but ſay, thou 
abuſive Man, what Injury have you e'er receiv'd from 
me,” or mine, thus to engage you in this ſcandalous 
Aiperſion ? 


Angel 5 


Ap to the einn; Gt 


Angel. Ves, Sir, what Cauſe, what Motive; coal d 
induce you thus to dehaſe.yourelf below: JO Rank ? 

Wild. Heyday! Now dear Roxana, and you, my fait 
Statira, be not fo -A heroick ia vou, Styles. Vis 
Letten may reſolve you, and anſwer all ** i 
Queſtions you have made mm. 

Both Women, We appeal to that. 

Wig. And I'll ſtand 2 ina it. to me,. and the 
Contents were pretty plain 6; 2 

Angel. Hexe, Sir, peruſa it, and lee hom: much: ve 
are injar'd, and you deceiv d. 

Wild. [Opening the Letter. ] But hold, Madam, ſee 
Darling, | before 1 read, I'll make ſome Conditions 
Mr. YVizard ſays here; that IL won't ſeruple thirty or 
forty. Pieces: Now, Madam, if you have clapt in 
another Cypher to the Account, and made: it three or 
four Hundred, by Gad, I will not ande. | :frefrabo 

Darl. The Leiter, Sir, ſhalkanſwer you. von 

Wild. Well then! |Reads.] A a ane 


Out of the earneſt 1 to ſerve Jour Ladybip, 
a my Con Angelica — Ay, ay, the very 

Words. 1 can g it by Heart. T Fans ave ſent 91 
Harry Wildair—to court my Coufei —Whae"the 
Devil's this? Sent Sir Harry Wildair to court my 
Couſn—he read to me a quite different Thing 
| He's à Gentleman of great Parts and Fortunes 
He's a Son of a Whore. and a Raſcal—azd 
abo mate your Daughter wery 2 [Whiftles] 
in a Huſband. [ Looks i, and bu ms A. Song. 1 
Oh poor Sir Harry, what have thy angry Stars 

defien'd IJ | | 


Angel. Now, Sir, I hope you need no Infigatih + to 
redreſs our Wrongs, ſince even the Injury points * | 
Va 

Darl. Think, Sir, that our Blood for many Gene- 
rations, has run in the pureſt Channel of: unſully*d Ho- 
nour. 

ald. Ay, Madam. { Boxws, 10 hers 

Angel. Conſider, what a tender Bloſſom is Female, 
Reputation, which the leaſt Air of foul Detraftion 
blails, 


ld. 
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Dar. Call then to mind your rude and ſcandalous 
Behaviour. en ener TELID; * Ware | 


* Wild. Right, Madam. " | Bows again. 
Angel. Remember the baſe Price you offer'd me. [ Exit. 
Wild. Very true, Madam. Was ever Man ſo cate- 
chiz'd ? eee 
Dar. Then think that Yizard, Villain Yard, caus'd 
all this, yet lives; that's all, farewell. [Going, 
- Wild. Stay, Madam, [7s Darling] one Word; is 
there no other Way to redreſs your Wrongs, but by 
fighting ? * ; | | 
— 2 Only one, Sir; which if you can think of, you 
may do: You know the Buſineſs I entertain'd you for. 
Wild. I anderſtand you, Madam. [Exit Darling. } 
Here am I brought to a very pretty Dilemma; I muſt 
commit Murder, or commit Matrimony. Which is beſt 
now? A Licence from Doctor, Commons, or a Sentence 
from the Ola Bailey? If I kill my Man, the Law hangs 
me; if I marry my Woman, I ſhall hang myſelf ;— 
But, Damn it—Cowards dare fight, I'II marry, that's 
the moſt daring Action of the two, ſo my dear Couſin 
Angelica, have at you. h | Exit. 


SCENE, Newgate. 


" Clincher ſen. ſolus. How ſevere and melancholy are 
Newgate Reflections? Laſt Week my Father died: 
Yeſterday I turn'd Beau: To-day I am laid by the 
Heels, and To-morrow ſhall be hung by the Neck—T. 
was agreeing with a Bookſeller about Printing an Ac- 
count of my Journey through France to Zraly.; but now 
the Hiſtory of my Travels through Ho/born to Tyburn— 
The laft Dying Speech of Beau Clincher, that was going 70. 
the Jabilee—Come, a Halſpenny a- piece. A ſad Sound, 
a ſad Sound, Faith. "Tis one Way to have a Man's 
Death make a great Noiſe in the World. 

Enter Tim Errand. 
A Reprieve, a Reprieve, thou dear, dear —— Rogue, 
where have you been? Thou art the moſt welcome 
Son of a Whore, Where's my Cloaths ? | 
Err, Sir, I ſee where mine are: Sir, ſtrip, Sir, ſtrip. 
Fr [Exeunt ſtruggling. 
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The 8 0 E NE e to Lady Darling 


Houſe. 


1 


Enter Wildair with Litter ; ; Servant: kent, 


Wild. Here, fly all around, and bear theſe as direct 
ed; you to Weſtminſter, —you to St. James 5,—and you Þþ 
into the City—Tell all my Friends'a Bridegroom's Joy 43 
invites their Preſence ; Lak all of 1 og 
_ alſo: All appear with hoſj itable Toke and * 8 
Welcome in your Faces.— Tell em I'm married. If 
any aſk to whom, make no Reply; but tell 'em that I'm 
married, that Joy ſhall crown ny 100 _ f the 


Night. Be gone, fly. 
Enter Standard. 


A Pe ary Welcomes, Friend : My Pleaſure's a now 
compleat, fince I can ſhare it with my Friend: Brisk 
Joy ſhall bound from me to you: Then back. again; 

and, like the Sun, grow warmer by Reflexion. 

Stand. You're always pleaſant, Sir Harry, but. this | 
tranſcends yourſelf; Whence proceeds it ? 1 

Wild. Can'ſt thou not s My Friend—Whence: 
flows all earthly Joy? What is the Life of Man, and 
Soul of Pleaſure ?—//oamaxn—What fires. the Heart with - 
Tranſport, and the Soul with Raptures ? Lowely Wo- - 
nan.—.Methinks, my Friend, you. reliſh not my Joy. 
What is the Cauſe ? 

Stand. Can'ſt thou not gueſs What is the Bane of 
Man, and Scourge of Life, but Woman, treacherous 
Woman .. Woman, whoſe-Compoſition inverts Hu- 
8 ; their Bodies are heavenly, but their Souls are 
Cla 
Will. Come, come, Calonel, this is too much: L 
know your Wrongs receiv'd from Lurewell, may excuſe 
your Reſentment againſt her: But 'tis unpardonable to 
charge the Failings of a ſingle Woman upon the whole 
dex. I have found one whoſe Virtue 

Stand So have I, Sir Harry; I have found one 
whoſe Pride's above yielding to a Prince: And if 


Lying, Diſſembling, Perjury and Falſhood, be no 
Breaches 


« # 
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po in Woman' 8 ne dae s as innocent as In- 
BOY. - 241 '3 * 9 
id. Well, Colonel, 1 fad your Opinion grows 
ſtronger by Oppoſition, Tü how therefore wave the 
Argument, and only beg you for this Day to make a 
Shew- of e at wag: — Here comes my 


r e 


Stand. ¶ Saluting An ea} I with u XN 
ee L 2 * | 


Enter Clincker, junior. 


Cb W and Ladies, I'm. juſt upon the Spur, 
and have only a Minute to take Leave. | 

Wild. Whither are you bound, Sir? 

Clin. Bound, Sir! I'm going to the Jubilee, Sir. 

Dari. Bleſs me, Couſin ! How eame you by theſe | 
Cloaths? 

Clin. Cloaths! Ha, ha, ha! the rareſt Jeſt! Ha, ha 
ha! I ſhall burſt, by Jupiter Ammon, I ſhall ROM 

Dazl. What's the Matter, Couſin? 

Clin. The Matter! Ha, ha, hal Why, an honeſt 
Porter, Ha, ha, hal has knock'd out my an: 
Brains, Ha, — r 

Mid. A very good Jeſt, faith, Ha, ha, ha ! 

Clin. Ay, Sir, | but the beſt Jeſt of all, is, he knock'd 
out bis Brains with 4 Hammer, and ſo is as dead as a 
Door-Nail, Ha, ha, ha! 

Harl. And do you laugh, Wretch ? 45 

Clin. Laugh ! Ha, ha, ha! Let me ſee Cer a younger 
Brother in Enzland'that won't laugh at ſuch a Jeſt. 

Angel. You appear'd a very ſober pious Gentleman 
ſome Hours ago. 

Clin, P'ſhaw, I was a Fool then: But now, Madam, 
I'm a Wit: I can rake now. — As for your Part, Ma- 
Adam, you might have had me once: — but now, Madam, 
if you ſhould by chance fall to eating Chalk, or gnaw- 
ing the Sheets, *tis none of my Fault. Now, Madam 
J have got an Eſtate, I muſt go to the Jubilee. 


p l Tuter 


-# FO the J v2 ILEE.- 63 


Enter Clin cher ſenior, in a Blanket. 


Clin. ſen. Muſt you ſo, R mo n 
will go to the Jabel, will INTE #: * 

Chr. Jun. A Ghoſt! a Ghoſt lm © 

Clin. ſen. A Ghoſt! No, no, Sixab, Im an Elder 
Brothexy Ro 

Clin. _— don't care a Farthing for that ; I'm dare 
you're de 2 La,, Va 

Clin. ſen. Why , Sirrah, why o 

Chin. jun- Becauſe, Sir, I can get Ellas ta Gear 
he knock'd out your Brains. 

Wild. An odd Way of woes Aa Man. out of bis 
Lake: 

Clin, jun. In ſhort, Sir, were” yen Ghoſt, or Ranks 
ther, or Devil, I will 80 to the  Fubilee, by. Jupiter 
Ammon. 7 

Stand. Go to the Jubilee ! go to the RenyoGarditinel 
Get ye to your native Plough and tz converſe. with 
Animals like yourſelves, Sheep and Oxen 3 Men are 
Creatures you don't underſtand. 

Mild. Let em alone, Colonel Weir Folly will be 
now. divertiag. . Come, Gentlemen, we'll giſpute this 
Point ſome other Time, [A Servant whiſpers Wildair} 
Madam, hall I 9 82 you to entertain the Company in 


the next Room for a Moment? e Datling. 
Dar. With all my. Heat — Came, Gentlemen. 
Ex. Quotes. Sut- Wild. 


2 A Lady to enquire for we ? Who can this 


Eger Lurewell. ** 


O, Madam, this Favour is beyond my | Expedinion; to 
come uninvited to dance at . gy \Wedding=— 26 eye 
gaze at, Madam? 55 * 

Lure. A Monſter=—If chou'rt marry*d, thou rt the = | 
perjur'd Wretch that &er avouch'd Deceit. 

Wild. Heydey \ Why, Madam, I'm ſure I never fwore 
to marry you! I made, indeed, a flight Promiſe, upon 
Condition of your granting me a ral Favour, but you 
would not conſelit, you know. 


be ? 


* fs 
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Lare. How he upbraids me with my Shame—Can 
you deny your, binding Vows when this appears a Wit- 
urſs gainſt your-Falſhood, [Shewing a Ring.] Methinks 
the Motto of this Sacred Pledge ſhould flaſh Confuſion 
in your guilty Face———Read, read here the binding 
Words of Love and Honour ; Words not unknown to 
your perfidious Eyes——tho” utter Strangers to your 
treacherous Heart. e | 8 

Wild. The Woman's ſtark ſtaring mad, that's cer- 
tain. F 1 " 5 21 

Lure. Was it maliciouſly defign'd to let me find my 
Miſery when paſt Redreſs z to let me know you, only 
to know you Falſe—Had not curſed Chance ſhew'd me 
the ſurprizing - Motto, I had, been happy — The firſt 
Knowledge 7 had of you was fatal to me, and this 
fecond worſe. "BS IIT: 8 FG ; 

Wild. What the Devil's all this! Madam, I'm not at 
Leiſure for Raillery at preſent ; I have weighty Affairs 
upon my Hands ; the Bufineſs of Pleaſure ; Madam, any 
other Time—- o 

Lure. Stay, I conjure you, ſtay. 
Mild. Faith, I can't, my; Bride expects me; but, 
harkee, when the Honey-Mopn is over, about a Month 
or two hence, I may do you-a ſmall Favour. [ Exit. 
Lure. Grant me ſome wild Expreſſions, Heavens, or 
I ſhall burſt— Woman's Weakneſs, Man's Falſhood, 
my own Shame, and Love's Diſdain, at once ſwell up 
my Breaſt Words, Words, or I ſhall burſt. [ Going. 


Enter Standard. 


Stand. Stay, Madam, you need not ſhun my Sight 3 
for if you are perfect Woman, you have Confidence to 
outface a Crime, and bear the Charge of Guilt without 
a Blum. | 28 e 0 Tr 

Lure. The Charge of Guilt ! What making a Fool of 
you! I've don't, and glory in the Act; the Height of 
Female Juſtice were to make you all hang or drown; 
diſſembling to the Prejudice of Men is Virtue; and 
every Look, or Sign, or Smile, or Tear, that can de- 
ceive, is meritorious. 5 79 1 16534483 

Stand. Very pretty Principles, truly — If there be 
Truth in Woman, tis now in thee— Come, Madam, 
" L . you 
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you know that you're diſcover'd. That Ring, Madam, 


proclaims you guilty. | 

Lure. O Monſter, Villain, perfidious Villain! Has 
L A | 

Stand, T'll tell it you, and loudly too. 

Lure. Ol name it not—Yes, ſpeak it out, tis ſo juſt 
a Puniſhment for putting Faith in Man, that I will bear 
ic all; and let credulous Maids that truſt their Honour 
to the Tongues of Men, thus hear their Shame pro- 
claim'd Speak now, what his buſy Scandal, and your 
improving Malice both dare utter. 2663 + 

Stand. Your Falſhood can't be reach'd by Malice, 
nor by Satire; your Actions are the juſteſt Libel on 
your Fame—Your Words, your Looks, your Tears, I 
did believe in ſpight of common Fame. Nay, gainſt 
my own Eyes, I till maintain'd your Truth. I ima- 
gin'd Wildair's boaſting of your Favours, to be the pure 
Reſult of his own Vanity : At laſt he urg'd your taking 
Preſents of him, as a convincing Proof of which, you 
Yeſterday, from' him received that Ring—which Ring, 
— I might be ſure he gave it, I lent him for that Pur- 

oſe. | 
: Lure. Ha! you lent him for that Purpoſe ? | 

Stand. Yes, yes, Madam, I lent him for that Pur- 
poſe—no denying it— know it well, for I have worn 
it long, and deſire you now, Madam, to reſtore it to the 
juſt Owner. | | 

Lure. . The juſt Owner ! think, Sir, think but of what 
Importance 'tis to own it; if you have Love and Honour 
in your Soul, 'tis then moſt juſtly yours; if not, you 
are a Robber, and have ſtoPn it baſely. 

Stand. Ha !—your Words, like meeting Flints, have 
ſtruck a Light to ſhew me ſomething ſtrange—But tell 
me inſtantly, is not your real Name Manly ? 

Lure. Anſwer me firſt, did not you receive this Ring 
about twelve Years ago ? aA h 

Stand. I did. | | 2 

Lure. And were not you about that Time entertain'd 
two Nights at the Houſe of Sir Oliver Manly in Oxford 

ire? : | : | 
7 Stand. I was, I was. | Runs to her, and embraces her.] 
The bleſt Remembrance'fres my Soul with 1 

now ” 


| 
| 
[ 
| 
| 
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I know the reſt you are the charming She, and I the 
happy Man. OR it 
Lure. How has blind Fortune ſtumbled on the right! 
— But where have you wander'd fince ? Twas cruel to 
forſake me. | Nes bot 3: 48: $1 ay 
Stand. The Particulars. of my Fortune were too te- 
dious now; but to diſcharge myſelf from the Stain of 
Diſhonour, I muſt tell you, that immediately upon my 
Return to the Univerſity, my elder Brother and 1 quar- 
reiPd ; my Father, to prevent further Miſchief, poſts 


me away to travel; I wrote iq you from London, but fear 


the Letter came not to your Hands 
| Lure. I never had the leaſt Account of you by Letter, 
or otherwiſe. | ; +4 View... ie 
Stand. Three Years I liv'd Abroad, and, at my Re- 
turn, found you were gone out of the'Kingdom, tho? 
none cou'd tell me ae. — miſſing you thus, I went to 
Flanders, ſerv'd my King. *till the Peace commenc'd; 
then fartunately going on Board at Am/terdam, one Ship 


tranfported us both to England... At the brit Sight E 
Toy'd,, tho? Ig 
a 


orant of the hidden Cauſc--You may 

remember, dam, that talking once of Marriage, I 

told you I was, engaged; to your dear ſelf I meant. 
Lure. Then Men are ſtill moſt generous and brave 


And to reward your Truth, an'Eftate of three thouſand 
Pounds a Year waits your Acceptance; and if I can ſa- 


usfy "ras in my paſt Conduct, and the Reaſons. that en- 
page me to.deceive all Men, I ſhall expect the honour- 
able Performance of your Promiſe, and that you wou'd 
ſtay with me in England. 

Stand. Stay | Not Fame, nor Glory, e'er ſhall part 
us more, My Honour can be no where more concern'd 


than here. 


Enter Wildair, Angelica, aud. bath Clinchers. 

O Sir Harry, Fortune has acted Miracles; the Story's 

ſtrange and tedious, but all amounts to this; that Wo- 

man's Mind is charming as her Perſon, I am made a 

Convert too to Beauty. | 
Wild. I wanted only this to make my Pleaſure 


Enter 


) 
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Smug. So, Gentlemen and Ladies, is my gracious 
Nephew Vixard among ye? 


Wild. Sir, he dares not ſhew his Face among ſuch 


honourable Company; for your gracious Nephew is — 

Smug., What, Sir? Have a care what you ſay. 

Wild. A Villain, Sir. 3 

Smug. With all my Heart—I l pardon you the beat- 
ing me for thut very Word. And pray, Sir Harry, 
when you ſee trim next, tell him this News from me, 
that I have diſinherited him; that I will leave him as 
poor as a Gifbanded Quarter-Mafter. And this is the 
poſitive and ſliff Reſolution of Threeſcore and Ten 
O, Sir Harry, he's as hypocritical—— : 

Lure, As yourſelf, Mr, Alderman : How fares my 
good old Nurſe, pray, Sir ? 

Smug. O, Madam, I ſhall be even with you before I 
part 2 your Writings and Money, that I have in my 
Hands. 


Stand. A Word with you, Mr. Alderman. Do you 
know this Pocket-Book ? | 


Smug. O Lord, it contains an Account of my ſecret 
Practices in Trading. [4fde.] How came you by it, 
vir ? 

Stand. Sir Harty Hert duſted it out of yonr Pocket at 


this Lady's Houſe Yeſterday: It contains an Account 


of ſome ſecret Pratttcgs-in your merchandizing ; among 
the reſt, the Coun of an Agreement with a 
Correſpondent at Bourdeaux, about tranſporting French 
Wine in Spani/þ Caſks. Firſt return this Lady all her 
Writings, then I ſhall conſider whether I ſhall la 
your Proceedings before the Parliament, or not, whoſe 
3 will never ſuffer your Smuggling to go unpu- 
niſhed. | 

Sug. O my poor Ship and Cargo. 

Angel. Come, Mr. Alderman, for once let a Woman 
adviſe Wou'd you be thought a Reformer of the 
Times, be leſs ſevere in your Cenſures, leſs rigid in 
your Precepts, and more ſtrict in your Example. 


Wild. 


70 The ConSTANT Court, Sc. 


Wild. Right, Madam, Virtue flows freer from Imi. 
| tation than Compulſion; of which, Colonel, your Con. 
, verſion and mine are juſt Examples. ? 


In vain are muſty Morals taught in Schools, 

By rigid Teachers, and as rigid Rules ; 

Where Virtue, with a frowning Aſpe2, ſtands 
And frights the Pupils from its rough Commands. 


But Una 


EPILOGUE. 


(WL 1 


EP: 'F * 0 G U E. 
Spoken by Mr. Wryxs. 


N OW all depart, each bis reſpeive Way, 
To ſpend an Evening's Chat upon the Pia; 

Same to Hippolito's ; one -homeward ges, 
And one, with loving He, retires to th Roſe : 
The Am'rous Pair, to all Things frank and free, 
Perhaps may ſave the Play in Number Three. 
The tearing Spark, if Phillis ought gain/ays, -— 
Breaks th Drawer Head, kicks her, and murders Bays: 
To Coffee ſome retreat to ſave their Pockets, 
Others, more gen'rous, damn the Play at Locket's. 
But there, I hope, the Author's Fears are wain; 
Malice ne er ſports in generous Champaign. 
That Poet merits an ignable Death, -—_ 
Who fears to fall over a brave Monteth. "SN. 
The Privilege of Wine wwe only af, ERASE 
You'll tafte again before you damn the Flag. 
Our Author fears not you ; but theſe he may, 
Who, in cold Blood, murder a Mas in Tea. 
Thoſe Men of Spleen, who, fond the World ſoould know its 
Sit down, and, for their Two-pence, damn a Poet. 
Their Criticiſms good, that wwe can ſay for” 73 
They underfland a Play too avell to pay fort. 
From Box to Stage, from Stage 10 Box they run, 
Firſt fleal the Play, then damn it when tbey ve dont» 
But now to know what Fate may us betide, 

Among our Friends in Cornhill a Cheapſide: 
5 thoſe I think have But one Rule for Plays; 
They'll Jay they're good if fo the World ſays, | 
IF it ſhould pleaſe them, and their Spouſes know it, 
They flraight enquire what kind of Man's the Poet. 
But from Side Box we dread a fearful Doom, 
All the good natur d Beaux are gone to Rome, 


J 8. 
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The Ladies cenſure TA almoſt forgot, | 
Then, for a ine or 1200 Cengage their Vu; 
But that N ole, "below dur Autor Him, 
No leſs than his <wwhole Play is Complement to them. 
For their Sales, then, the Play can't miſs Jacceeding, | 
Tho" Criticks may want Wit, they have good Breeding, 
They won't, I'm fure, forfeit be Ladies Gramm 
By ſhewing their Ii nature to their Faces. 7 f 
Our Buſineſi with god Manners may be dne, 
Flatier us here, and damn us when you're gene. 


; 4 « Þ 
- ; 
A 


